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PREFACE. 

Perhaps  there  never  was  a  time  in  the  history  of  our  country  when  so  deep  an  interest  was  felt  in  the 
Temperance  Cause  as  the  present.  Men  of  all  classes  and  creeds  appear  to  have  received  a  stimulus  to 
work,  as  they  have  never  worked  before,  to  drive  Intemperance  from  our  land.  We  desire  to  help. 
Hence  this  book. 

There  is  doubtless  considerable  force  in  the  sentiment  expressed  by  Fletcher  of  Saltoun  :  "  I  knew  a 
very  wise  man  who  believed  that  if  he  were  permitt'.'d  to  make  all  the  b  tllaih,  he  need  not  care  who  should 
make  all  the  /aios  of  a  nation."  If  singing  is  "talking  on  a  large  scale,"  may  we  not  hope  to  accomplish 
much  by  the  circulation  of  this  book  ?  May  we  not  hope  that  die  sentiments  so  well  expressed  in  song 
will  act  as  messengers  of  mercy  to  reclaim  many  wanderers,  as  well  as  to  stimulate  earnest  workers  in  the 
good  cause  to  greater  diligence  ? 

We  aim  at  PROHIBITION  —  pure  and  simple.  The  book  will  be  found  to  breathe  this  spirit 
throughout.  Nothing  short  of  this  will  do.  Nothing  short  of  this  will  save  our  country  from  the  curse 
which  blasts  its  beauty,  cripples  its  energies,  and  dries  up  the  sources  of  its  prosperity. 

We  are  greatly  indebted  to  many  friends  of  the  cause  who  have  kindly  given  us  valuable  suggestions, 
and  otherwise  aided  us  in  our  work.  We  are  also  especially  indebted  to  the  Revs.  E.  H.  Dcwart, 
J.  A.  Williams,  W.  Scott,  and  W.  H.  Withrow,  :M.A.  ;  G.  W.  Ross,  Esq.,  M.P,,  and  Prof.  J.  P.  Samuel, 
for  original  contributions.    All  concerned  will  please  accept  our  most  sincere  thanks. 

C.  W.  COAXES  &  BROTHERS, 

Toronto,  September,  1874.  Compilers, 
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1 .  I"  riendsof  temp'rance  onward  go,  Fear  not  ye  to  face  tlie  foe;  God  and  truth  are  on  your  side,  Needful  strength  will  be  supplied 

2.  Warn  the  mod'rate  to  beware,  Lest  they  fall  into  the  snare,  Bid  them  from  temptation  fly, Touch  not,  tas'.e  not,  lest  they  die. 


-p_«_«_«_«_P 


•-  -•- 


•^•^.•'-•-^i:c^&-»?: 


r 1 — r— :-. — •.—-■• -^1 <^^—^'r. — .^-: — •- 


J_JjV_^V 


— t— /- 


/  /  /  / 


/    / 


I -^i?:?zz?z(?rz)iz?:IrrH: 


-■fi-l-J.-N  N-\JS. 

•  ^ ^:M ^  :M  ^  ^ 


fe:?zt;5 


•-•- 


22Z, 

iziz«ziz:i.J:j2-i 


i- 


-s-^-.s^-_^ 


I I 


/ 


:t:«z?zfzfitii 


Htard 


3.  Warn  the  drunkard  of  his  state.  Rouse  him  ere  it  be  too  late;  Tell  him  hope  doth  yet  remain.  If  he  on-ly  will  ab-stain. 

4.  Warn  them  all  with  fetling  heart,  In  this  sin  to  take  no  part,War'i  them  all  this  curse  to  shun,  Which  hath  multitudes  undone 
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1.  Sous    of  temperance   joy      a-round     ye, 

2.  See    the  world     be  -  fore  you       ly  -  ing, 

3.  Hope's  bright  star  your  path  cn-light-ens. 
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From  you      their     de  -  liv-'rance    crave; 

Till     you      see      the    per  -  feet        day; 
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Come    and    save      us. 
Then      re  -  joic  -  ing. 
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Save     us  from    the      drunk-ard's    grave,         Save      us    from  the 
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Temp'rance!  all  shall      own      thy    sway. 
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Temp'rance!    all  shall        own    thy        sway. 
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Will  you  Come  to  the  Spring. 


Adtmto, 
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1.  Will  you  come  to  the  spring  that  is  sparkling  and  light,  Where  the  birds  carol  sweet-ly,     the  sun-set    is    bright? 

2.  There  the  cup  niiiiieth  o'er  with  the  purest  of  drink,  And  as  sweet    as  the    ro  -  ses  that  bend  from  the   brink. 

3.  Let     it  flow,  lovely  stream    it  will    sare-ly  impart     Both    a  new  glow  to  beau-ty  and  peace  to    the  heart, 

4.  With  new  blessings  of  life    it  for    ev-er  o'er-flows;  It        re-fresh -es  all  na-ture  wher-ev-er    it     goes.  . 
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THE      FREE.    Concluded. 
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A  shout,  a  shout  of  triumph  now, 

The  victory  is  ours; 
Not  gained  by  sword,  nor  battle  bow, 

But  love's  superior  powers. 
Not  gained  by  sword  nor  battle  bow, 

But  love's  superior  powers. 


A  shout,  a  shout,  from  sea  to  sea, 
A  song  from  shore  to  shore, 

Ten  thousand  deathless  souls  are  free, 
Free,  to  be  bound  no  more. 

Ten  thousand  deathless  souls  are  free. 
Free,  to  be  bound  no  more. 
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Hails  with     joy      the      wel-come    sound. 
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times  are  dawning,  On     a  dark  and  ruined  world;  Truth's  bright  beams  break  forth  with  splendor,  Darkness  from  her 


i-i — I — I — ^:J:-.i — ^_,_i 


I 


urn: 


^-S 


<£>- 


I 


r 


ztf: 


■j 1-  !     T- 


I       I       I       I       I      I      r      I  ,  I 

throne    is  hurled.  Dark     ---------      ness  from  her   throne 
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2.    As  the  light  is  still  advancing, 

Backward  slirinks  our  country's  foe, 
"We.   through  future  ages  glancing, 

View  anotiier   Eden  glow. 
See  the  drunkards,  long  neglected, 

List'ning  to  the  cheering  strains, 
Now  their  freedom  is  effected. 

Casting  off  their  slavish  chains. 


Like  the  star  of  Bethlehem  shining, 

NViiich  the  eastern  shepherds  led. 
Where  liie  Saviour  was  reclining 

In   His  poor  and  lowly  bed. 
May  the  temperance  star  ascending, 

In  unclouded  lustre  shine, 
With  the  gospel's  brightness  blending, 

Light  our  way  to  bliss  divine. 
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2  I  1  From  its  bossom  blessings  pour, 
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Peace  and  love  comuiing.ing  ilow, 
Temn'rance.  thou  art  conqu'ring  woe. 
Temp'rance,  thou  art  conqu'ring  woe. 


Let  your  praise  like  incense  rise, 
To  the  Ruler  of  the  skies, 


I  In  His  strength  to  conquest  go, 
Hanish  drink  and  liuman  woe, 
Banish  drink  and  human  woe. 


ThcnIIispow'r  shall  drunkardsown, 
Sin's  stronghold  be  overthrown; 
Man  in  man  will  find  a  friend, 
Joys  begin  that  never  end, 
Joys  begin  that  never  end. 
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WORDS   BY  THOMAS   EDGERI.EY,    MUSIC  ARRANGED  BY   GEORGE  STOWE. 


1.  Beou-teous    Star, 

2.  Lost       in     gloom, 

3.  Ra  -  diaiit    beam. 


Glo  -  rious  Star, 
Pall  of  doom 
Ev    -    er       gleam 


Gleam  -  inq;    bright, 
O'er        eacli      day 
O'er        our      strand, 
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Sudden  -  ly     boom- ing     is    heard  from    a  -  far. 

Shine,  still  ef-  ful-tjen;.  thou  beau  -  te  -  ous     Slar, 
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My  Peaceful  Home  of  other  Days. 
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2.    Alas !  those  days  of  pure  delight 
Fled  like  a  dream  away, 
And  o'er  my  heart  intemp' ranee  held 

An  undisputed  sway. 
My  gentle  wife  in  sorrow  died; 
My  children  pined  alone ; 
I):  Their  father's  heart,  once  kind  and  true, 
Had  cold  and  cruel  grown.  :|| 


spark-  ling    wine. 
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3.    But  time  has  wrought  a  happy  change — 

The  tempter's  power  is  o'er; 

The  pledge  has  saved  me  from  despair — 

I  taste  the  wine  no  more. 

Now  pleasure  lights  my  path  again, 

And  happiness  is  mine; 

||:  Hope,  love,  and  joy,  around  my  heart 

Their  tendrils  sweet  entwine.  :|| 
8iiiB  thiru  vcrae  Lively. 
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I  ask'd  him,  when  a  youth ;  but  then 

He  stopped  me,  with  alarm — 
"Nay,  leave  the  pledge  for  grave  old  men; 

A  drop  can  do  no  harm ! 
Youth  is  the  time  for  mirth  and  joy, 

I  '11  live  thus  while  I  can; 
Your  sober  scheme  perchance  I  '11  try 

When  I  am  quite  a  man," 


I  ask'd  a  man  of  middle  age ; 

I  low  gleamed  his  fiery  eye! 
Sucii  fearful  signs  his  frame  betrayed; 

They  gave  a  full  reiily : 
For  many  years  had  firmly  fixed 

The  tyrant's  iron  chain  ; 
His  all  for  drink  he'd  madly  risked; 

To  ask  him  now  was  vain. 


I  questioned  next  an  aged  man — 

A  miserable  form  ; 
His  course  of  life  had  nearly  run, 

Each  siiort-lived  pleasure  gone  : 
"Alas  !"  he  cried,  in  accents  wild. 

With  anguish  on  his  brow, 
"Would  I  had  signed  it  when  a  child, 

I  cannot  do  it  now." 
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CRYSTAL      SPRING. 

WORDS  BY  CHARLES  THURDER,   ESQ.,    MUSIC  BY  ASA  R.   TROWBRIDGE. 
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What  can  rtiar  the  sweetest  face  ? 

Aciiiiol  : 
What  cin  dress   t  up  with  tj'->-e  ( 

Siiowtrs  that  lall 
See  t'lcm  on  the  laiuisjape  sink, 
Pa'ni  the  grasn  and  deck  the  pink  ; 
Come.  O  com?^  with  joy  and  drink, 
Great  and  small,  Great  and  small. 


What  can  w.ike  the  angry  frown? 

Drunkards  know  : 
What  can  charm  the  nassions  down  ? 

btrcams  that  flow. 
See  the  song-^ter  drink  aiui  fly, 
Ciiarming  tartli  ami  ciuiiinn;^  sky; 
Drinker,   to  the  fuunain  hie, 
fearless  go,  Fearless  go. 
B 


What  can  make  us  sick  and  poor? 

Si  ts  can  tell  : 
What  brings  plenty  to  the  door? 

Water  will. 
Drink,   O  drink  it  rnerrily, 
''1\\  ill  a  gii)iious  tr<  a^ure  be. 
Leaving  ail  tiiy  stores  to  thee. 
Growing  still,  Growing  still. 


What  brings  vice  and  guilt  below? 

Strong  drink  brmgs  : 
What  makes  streams  of  virtue  flow? 

Crystal  springs. 
Stay  no  longer  at  your  wine, 
But  partake  the  gift  divine  ; 
Then  you  may  in  virtue  shine, 
Queens  and  kings,  Queens  and  kings. 
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LIST,     LIST!    O     LIST  I 


WORDS  BY  T.  EDGERLEY. 


ARRANGED  BY  S.  O.  DYER. 


LIST,     LIST!    O     LIST!    Concluded. 
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I       I       P       I 


List,  list! 
Sad.  sad  ! 


I 
O 

o 


,    il  3- 

Z^ZjO-  True,  true!  too  true!  the  ways  of  sin  are  hard, 
Yet,  way  ward  man  heeds  not  the  warninggiven, 
Till  in  his  deepest  soul  he  feels  the  barb, 
And  all  his  earthly  joys  are  from  him  riven, 
i_  And  all  his  earthly  joys  are  from  him  riven, 
1  True,  true !  too  true  I 


list. 
sad. 


4. 

Heed  then!  O  heed !  ye  careless  sons  of  mirth, 
Nor  proudly  scorn  the  poor,  poor  drunkard's 

cry; 

The  love  of  wine  to  every  vice  gives  birth, 
Then  leaves  its  victim,  ruined,  lost,  to  die ! 
Then  leaves  its  victim,  ruined,  lost,  to  die. 
Heed  then,  O  heed. 
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THE      SOCIAL      GLASS. 

A  GLEE  FOR  THREE  VOICES, 


NOlO 


«3 


-, ^S__S__\-_Sr— ** S-— 


I 


:irzz?_ 


--, s__. ^s. 


First  Voice. 

1.  I'm      vc~iy  I'ond  of   a        so  -  cial  glass; 

HccoikI  Voice. 

2.  I      like  with  a  friend  an    hour    to    pass ; 

Thlril  Volcc) 

3.  I     love    lo    sing     a      temp  ranee  glee ; 


Snd  voice, 
Ho    am       I ; 

Srd  voice. 
So    do        I; 

1st  voice, 

So    do       I ; 


Cr«l  voice,  1st  voice. 

So     am      I  ;       It  mal<es  the  time     so 

1st  voice,  2nd  voice. 

So    do       I ;  But  nev  -  er  with  "the 

2nd  voice,  .trd  voice. 

So    do       I ;  I     long    to    see    th'in- 


'^A^— N— le— \ — *^ — >r— ' — ^^    •      -^T    ! yT— ' ^S T--| — ^^— ' St--' \ r 


t/ 


2nd  voice, 

pleasant-ly     pass,  And  fill  the  heart  with  pleasure.      Ah.  wa  -ter    pure  doth  brighter  shine  Th.an  brandy,  rum,  or 

.Ird  voice. 

so  -  cial  glass,"    Un-less  it    be    cold    wa-ter.       No,  friendship's  joys  are  so    divine,     They  nev-er  should  be 

1st  voice, 

-     e  -  briate  free,     And  eve-ry  mod-'rate  drink-er:  You,  friends,  may  think  me  "a  hard  case,"  But  strong  drink  nev-er 


-s- 


3d  vol-  l8t  voi-                             2d  vol.  .td  vol- 

sparkling  wine;  But  sad      is  the  fix,      if   the    liquors  you  mix:  O,     I    never  do  that,  Nor  I,  Nor    I. — 

1st  vol-  .^d  vol-                           .td  vol'  iMt  vol- 

pledg'd  with  wine;  l\rlia])s  you  may  think  that  I     some-times  drink,  I     certain  -  ly  do  ;   And   1,  And     I. — 

2d  vol.  3d  vol-                             I8l  vol-  2d  vol- 

reach'd  my  face  ;    Then  I    understand,  you're  a  tempera*  ce  man,  I    reck-on    he    is;  You're  right,  All  right.— 


THE     SOCIAL     GLASS.     Concluded. 
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rnORirs.   First  ^'oice. 


0- 


1_L 


V  rt—r_ ^ 


O        yes,    we      love        the 
Scrontl  Voice. 


Jte 


• — •- 


O        yes,    we      love       the 
Thiril  Volro. 


SO 

_•: 

so 


cial    glass.  But        it      must      be      filled     with     wa  -  ter ; 


• — * — • — —\~g • 


:=^-| 


cial    glass,  But        it      must      be      filled     with      wa  -  ter ; 


J. X 1 X 1 ^ , ^ A 1. 


/> 


-/ 


-V- 


-. /—■ ^ 


] 


Wis  -  dom        says, 
-■k ; \ ^M- 

9 • e     • 


Be 


temp    -    'rate    now,         To        eve  -  ry        son        and        daugh-ter. 


> -. . 


:iNzi;i-:rr::zS- 


._\_ 


r.«?"~ii:zr#: 


•—~0Z 


'-^^ 


;%fr 


Wis  -  dom        says, 

ii — :i=c.-=Pi;z: 


Be 

ZIP" 


temp    -    'rate     now.         To        eve  -  ry        son        and        daughter. 


4- 


--,-A-rt 


22  A     BETTER    TIME     IS     DAWNING. 

WORDS  AND  MUSIC  BV  GEO,   STOWE 
DUET.  Vltacc. 

z:?=:«:z:z=zi:zi- i — i — izzz 


M£E§!e 


-/ 


I.   A 


bet      -     ter 


time, 


bet 


ter 


time,  Is 


■-I-- 


J: 


M: 


:=^: 


I.   A 


A— '- 


bet      -      ter 


time, 


bet        -        ter 
\  I 


time,  Is 


-G- 


dawn        -      ing  on 


our 


sight ; 


==s;: 


Zt^ZZilZIlZ^ 


Come,     fiieiuls,        a    -     wake ! 


the 


mm 


dawn        -      in"         on 


our 


sight ; 


Come,     friends,         a    -    wake ! 


the 


:i=z»: 


7m: 


:Vi 


13: 


_©,_! ■— 


cloud 


will 


break,         And        o 


pen 


^ 


clear  and     bright : 


cloud 


will 


break,        And       o      -       -      pen  clear         and    bright : 


A    BETTER    TIME.     Concluded. 
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rnoRrs.  Aiiccrro. 
Ji S ^N > 


-ii-- 


ai:5^ 


'T  will 


be 


/- 


-0- 


hap 

ZZ/Z 


/ 

py 

-•- 


-9  ■ 
-•- 


time,     When     drunk  -  en  -  ness      and    crime 


-0- 
-9- 


-_9'_ 
-9- 


V 


V — ^ 


'9- 


Shall 

=1= 

—/- 


be 

-1 


"Rroond  Time.  ^ 


s\A-ept  from  the    land 

Bv     the    t 
>     • 

(5Ti-? -•--?-••- 

■- 

X^^  ■'                   ,>         ,'5            ^ 

-^— ^- 

i' 

the     temu'rance  ban 


swept  from  the    land 


By    the    temp'rance  band. 


-0- 


,-1 1 « — U- 


Rum  dealers  all,  both  great  and  small, 

Will  witness  in  dismay, 
The  joyous  time,   when  vice  and  crime 

Siiall  all  be  swept  away. 

,       .      .  3. 

T  will  give  you  health,  't  will  give  you  wealth, 

Resolve,   then,   one  and  all, — 
We  '11  water  take,  our  thirst  to  slake, 
Instead  of  alcohol. 


Then  mirth  shall  spring,  and  music  ring 

Within  the  dwellings  bright, 
Where  rum  and  gin,  and  vice  and  sin, 

Once  spread  their  with'ring  blight. 

Then  truth  shall  gleam,  and  health  shall  bf.fJi), 

Through  our  beloved  land  ; 
And  thousands  throng  to  swell  the  song 

Of  our  Teetotal  Band. 
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Help  to  Stay  this  Tide  of  Woe. 


HOLO,    ExpresAivo. 


— N- 


-'iiv- 


^ 


iv  -s- 


:3r 


GEORGE  STOWE. 


I.    If    we  would  see  the  tcmp'iance  cause    Tri-u:nnh  aiu  o'er     our     land, 
2.  There's  many  a  heart  that's  mourning  now,  Tliere's  many  a  heart  that's   sad; 


0- 
I — 


-1^  J. 


^d 


brow, 


Rum  has    a    powerful 
Drives  ma-ny     ra  -  ving 


hand, 
mad. 


Here  in  our  mid<t  i*s  victims  go- 
Thtv  siaj^^^cr  l)y  our  side; 

'■  Be  up  ana  ooiiig,"  ere  the  foe 
Shall  rou^-h-shod  o'er  us  ride. 


We     must    be    vig  -  i  -  lant,  nor 
In  -  temi)'raiice  daik-cns  m...iy  a 

4- 
O,  Cliristiniis.  prav.  tlie  caure  is  good, 

And  Kiid  a  li,  i.iing  h.i,,d  ; 
Against  tiie  ovcrwncMunig  llood 

Let  's  take  a  fearless  stand.* 


€llOKl'H.    <'»li  Npirito. 


Chorus  to  last  verse,  begin  with  "Yes,  while  we  may.'' 


-•- 
of 


— #— 
-tf- 

woe 


HilH^piil^ 


'T  will  stroniT 


flow. 


/ 

'TmIII 


V- 


pi:(zi?zz=fl£f-{-»iT-»: 


Hoilerato. 


BONDAGE 
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1.  Lone;  mis  - 

2.  Diinkard  ! 
%    Tiio'    the 


guid  -  ed 
long  for 
tv  -  rant 


men      have 
■  lorn       and 
holds     his 


wan-  dered 
blight  -  sd, 
sta  -  tion. 


In  a 
Kecn-Iv 
Tho'     he 


I— (S- 


dark      and 
hast     thou 
smile     witii 
\ 


■f3- 

drea 
felt 
as  -  pect 

J        » 


-  ry 
the 


way, 

sting, 

fair, 


I  /       ly        ^         I  ;  I  <^        •  « 


Love  -  ly    Temp'rance, 
Join     cur     stand  -  ard. 
No    -  bly    fight  -  ing. 


RENOUNCE     THE     CUP. 


:i}irdS; 


:• 


:j^! 


Z2iz±r 


r 

1.  A  drunkard  reached  his  cheerless  home,  The  storm  without  was  dark  and  wild,  He  forced  his  weeping  wife  to  roam,  A 

2.  And  colder  still  the  winds  did  blow.  And  darker  hours  of  night  came  on.   And  deeper  grew  the  drifted  snow,   Her 


:yi-^— ^z|r— i^:— ^_^-Z|  Tgr— ^ijir-^i: 


!.^ 


Si-- 


^i 


ii 


1:3^== 


T-  I  1      I  -  r — |- 

J •? m  ^.rt '3 •: m « ~_  .^m 


8 


IZIZJI 


^Jj*-' : 


" 1 !"•  "* — zi :~ — r  'I*_1Z" 


ZZ. I  I 

Dz:  :ijz:zz:  J"iii!z;  :z*7~zz:zjzzDZ : 


-0- 

8 


^•-•zizz*: 


TzI^rtS-jza 


vvand'rer  friendless  with  her  child;  As  thro'  the  (ailing  snow  she  press'd,The  babe  was  sleeping  on  her  breast, Tiie  babe.&c. 
limbs  were  chilled,  her  strength  was  gone.  O  God,  she  cried  in  accents  wild, If  I  must  perish,  save  my  child,  If  I  must,  &c. 


m^ 


iS         w  « 


zJzzzNFE3E^z=^zR=:5^:dz^hzz:zy3E: 


^ 


-9- 


fE53=E=ESi 


% 


--^~m- 


She  stripped  the  mantle  from  her  breast, 
And  bared  her  bosom  to  the  storm. 

As  round  the  child  she  wraoped  the  vest, 
Sie  smiled  to  think  that  it  was  warm. 
With  one  cold  kiss,  a  tear  of  grief, 
II:  The  broken-hearted  found  relief.  :|| 


At  morn  her  cruel  husband  passed, 
And  saw  her  on  her  snowy  bed. 

Her  tearful  eyes  were  closed  at  last. 
Her  cheek  was  pale,  her  spirit  fled; 
He  raised  the  mantle  from  the  child, 

II:  The  babe  looked  up,  and  sweetly  smiled. 


Shall  this  sad  warning  plead  in  vain  ? 

Poor  thoughtless  one,  it  speaks  to  you; 
Now  break  the  tempter's  cruel  chain. 

No  more  your  dreadful  way  pursue: 
Renounce  the  cup,  to  Jesus  fly — 

P:  Immortal  soul,  why  will  you  die?:ll 


I^rshctto* 


i/zi: 


iB: 


'wr 


-p-,- 


-0- 


GOOD      NIGHT. 


1.  Come,  breth    -    ren, 

2.  O,        mav  the 


-p-v 


ere 
Lord 


f 


|-T£b: 


-•- — 


we 
each 

-•- 


part  a      -      gain, 

meet     -     inj;  biess, 

-  J- ^ — .-, — jj^-fwi- 


=©- 


:^:rt 


27 


l^i£!|^!i^ 


In 
Biess 

-•- 


friend     -     ships 
with  His 


-P- 


— P-h- 


I 


G- 


3.  May  every  drunkard  join  our  band, 

\Viili  feelings  pure  and  right, 
And  sing  wliile  joining  lieart  and  hand, 
Good  niglu,  good  night,  good  night, 

4.  And,  brethren,  when  we  meet  again, 

O,   may  it  bless  our  sight, 
To  see  some  drunl<aid  saved  —  till  then, 
Good  night,  good  night,  good  night. 
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RE  FORM  ATI  ON 


Lively,  but  Hoftly  nnil  distinctly. 


S  g 


J. 

v 


I 


3  i-i^i-^  i-i^^s-^i" 


s 


I.    Say    not  that     wo-ni.ans  voice  must  stay  its       sil-veiy      note,   Wliile  tlie     far     hills  and  vai"s 

»        0        0  '      0 

0 •  _.• ..,# • 0 #__• • • *.-,_C_! 0        ~|  I  ,  ,    " 


•      0-0 

0      0 — it- 


L?__l_*;  1?^  g    1  0 — 0-0 — 0  \ —  j  Q-^ 


r 


re-joice.    And 
-#-    -#-   -•- 


ifizz:! 


1 


2.    Say     not  that     wo-man's  lieart,  Its  ful-ness    must    con-tain;      Nor  from  com- pas-sion's  fount  im-part,  To 


;g_ 


s 


jzzzjzlztg^^- jrzzj:: US^:"^  S^?i  t^zL^j    E 


oi.  cac''  breeze  clo*'i    flo"'  ;     Glad     ti 

_• M •„     _•_    -P-    - 

-I ^..  _ 

0 .j^. 


;l2-?z=:i=i: 


amgs 


g— j-jr=zj 

from    the    field,  Where  temp' ranee  ar  ~  mies 


_ ^"i L^_ — 0-  — ;  ^ 0 — #—  # #— i: — — --^- 

^- _-.L_ _ 1^__^_^__^__J ^_^ 

o-thers  hearts    a  -    gain,       Tor  since    her  sex  hath  shared '1  ne        e  -  vils     of 


stand,       A  - 


the      foe,       Let 


ii;:l?--:jz=i!=:d=i:d-3i— 


-0- 

-0 


-0^ 
■0- 


-m  ■ 

-0- 


5£EIE^f=S: 


0- 


'i 


IS  zr.'.Zi  M 


•Oi±--=i: 


I  I       I       I       I       I 

gainst  king  al  -co  -  h'A      to  \vi"'d    T'^e  sword  with  Uar-lcss     hand,     Let     wo  -  man  too     re  - 

•  -  -0-  -0 •-  -•-   -• •-      -•-     0         I 

!"__* Lfz_» r-)— •_».-   -B. 9 • 9. 


~[^_.g — :■ — ii— .^-:[  #- — 0 — 0 #i:  -_ , j.-^^ 


-^ 


*-|-r > 


joice,      To 


I  I  !  I  .  I 

not    her     sym -pa  -  thy     be  spared.  Where  yet    is      felt     the  blow,       See     how  that  gen  -  tie 


i:z^_ 

I 

band       Of 


REFORMATION.     Concluded. 
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I 


i' 


m •  — t {\rji  — •  3  •  =  «  5  i- 


S"°     tl\"     ("'le       ri'-ccHi:;  And    let      her     in     the   "still  small  voicii. 'The  ca^se  of  feni"-'i-a'-'ce  pWrl.  And  while  the 

:?_  r?    I?    if  I    £  *_■_  _•_  _•    _i_  9    :?!  i*i  i^i  =?i=5»  -?^* 


>-F— h 


=?^*:^liE^.E=s=i:^^^^ 


:!!— ..t-— ■- 


p_»_ 


:  I  1  I  .  i  I  I  _  _  '  I        . 

sis  -  ters    on- ward  move,  How  in    one  cause  have  heart  and  hand,    U-ni  -  ted  works  with  love;  Go  now,  do 


I        ;  I        I        I        I       I  \  i        I        I        I 

thun-  der     tone     of      el  -  o-quence    is  .stiiT-d.  Her  whispered  warning  God  may  own.   His  voM:e  th^o'  her's    \y^ 

■     « »_!•■:,  :?:Li;*-_:?i_z?-,ii=_aF_..p # » p     ■     «     ■    -■    - —  -; •- 


a: 


-1—1—1 


1- 


-^1  -1 ^— 1- 


-•- 
I; 


g 


what    ye     can,  And    as      by      E  -  den's  laws,  Wo-man  must  be  '  help  meet  for  man,'  So      in      the    temp'rance 

-I-—. , — 4- 


wMMM^^m^ 


heard,      Her      whis-  pered  warn  -  ing 


God     may      own.    His       voice  through  hers       b2 


2?" 
heard. 


9 ©- 


-1- 


'-t 


"T 


cause. 


Wo  -  man     must     be     'help         meet     for     man,'       So 


1 V 

the      tcmp'-rnnc?     cau'^e. 


30 


THE     MIGHT    WITH     THE     RIGHT. 


_U,_J__J — l-_u 


_-J 1 1 L-_ . '~T-Z ■ 1 1 

.  <•  ..  ....  •*  . 


1.   May    ev  -  ery  vear    but  draw  more  near,  The  time  when  striic  shall  cease,     When    trutii     and  love  all 

'  I 


I 


:iii 


lazz: 


zc 


i; 


I 


-^A 


^•: 


n-- 


I        •        I        ' 

hearts  shall    move    To 


live 


-o- 


I 


m 


joy 

ZIIZZ 

Z^IZZ 


and 

1*^ 


v-^-— 


-*xm — T 


peace. 


-•- 
Now 


sor  -  row     lei^ns     and 


EriEI 


^p- 


i-p: 

1 


J^-»^^__- 


%~t 


-m- 


:d=:l— ± 


_S ,__ 


_s._-s     J_4_.J. 


—  +—©—' H- 


earili  co!u-piams.   For    fol  -  ly     still  iicr     pow'r  main-tains.       But     the      day     shall  yet     ap 


^:: 


v-t- 


pear, 


_■ A. , 


THE     MIGHT.     Concluaed. 


SI 


1*= — 


When  tiic 


mi^ut  wiih  the  lifrht 


and    the    truth    shall  be, 


■.a-tt  . 

■4-\ — ^ 


When  the 

:«z(: 


nilgai 

-• 


_ — ^ — 1 — / — /_,t 


When  the    mijrht 


with  tlie 


right  and  the 


/       /       .        . 
And  come  what  there  may  to 

:  _-_  _•-  _•_  _#_  _fl_  _ri. 


rrp: 


:i: 


^     ^     J        nnmrtrno.c^. 


1- 

stand         in     the  way,  That  day    the    world  shall    see. 


-0- 
-•- 


-0- 


•Ft 


0 •- 

0 0- 

/ — 4 


-0- 

-0- 


^  n 


-Si- 


truth  shall    be,  And  come,  etc. 

2. 

Though  interest  pleads  that  noble  deeds 

The  world  will  not  regard. 
To  noble  minds  when  duty  binds 

No  sacrifice  is  hard; 
In  vain,  and  long,  enduring  wrong 
The  weak  may  strive  against  the  strong. 
Chorus.— But  the  day  shall  yet  appear. 


tzp: 


3- 


Let  good  men  ne'er  of  tnith  despair 
Though  humble  eflbrts  fail, 

Oh  give  not  o'er  until  once  more 
The  righteous  cause  prevail; 

The  brave  and  true  may  seem  but  few, 

But  hope  has  better  things  in  view. 
Chorus. — And  the  day  shall  yet  appear. 


GOD    SPEED    THE     RIGHT. 


From  the  German.     Words  by  W.  E.  HlCKSON. 


T         '  .p" 


!  !  / 

God  speed   the  right 

^ 

I  -©—•---•—  t-iS>' — I 


Patient,  firm,  and  pcrseveilng, 
God  speed  the  rigiit ; 

Ne'er  the  event oiudanger  fearing, 
God  speed  the  rigiit  ; 

.  Pains,  nor  toils,  nor  trials  heeding. 

I  And  in  heav'ns  own  time  succeeu- 
God  speed  the  right.       [ing, 


p       7 ^E 


Still  their  onward  course  pursuing, 
God  speed  ;iie  rigiit  ; 

Every  lut-  a-  length  suuduing, 
God  speed  ini  right  , 

Truth. thy  cause,  whateer  delay  it. 

There's  no  pow'r  on  earth  can  stay 
God  speed  the  right.         [it, 


DAYS     GOING     BY. 


33 


Moderato  con  espress. 


iz:!L:=±zFZ=/=iipziipziilz:uiz±iizn:tiz!±z=i^ 


-i — 

V- 


1 


It: 


•-  - 


:bb 


I.  There  are  lone  -  ly  hearts  to    cher-ish    While  the  days  are  go-ing     by  ;  | 
There  are  wea  -  ry  souls  who  per  -  ish    While  the  days  are  go-ing     by  ;  | 


If      a      smile  we  can   re- 
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new,  As  our    jour-ney  we  pur-sue, 


O !    the  good  we  all  may    do,    While  the    days   are    go-  ing      by. 


While  the  days  are    go  -  ing    by,  While  the  days  are    go  -  ing      by, 
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All  may  find  a  field  of  toil,  While  the 
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2,  There  's  no  time  for  idle  scorning, 
While  Ihe  days  are  going  by, 
Let  your  face  be  like  the  morning, 

While  the  days  are  going  by; 

O  !  the  world  is  full  of  sighs. 

Full  of  sad  and  weeping  eyes; 

Help  your  fallen  brother  rise. 

While  the  days  are  going  by. 

While  the  days,  etc. 


,  All  the  loving  links  that  bind  us, 

While  the  days  are  going  by, 
One  by  one  we  leave  behind  us. 
While  the  days  are  going  by; 
But  tlie  seeds  of  good  we  sow, 
Both  in  shade  and  shine  will  grow, 
And  will  keep  our  hearts  aglow, 
While  the  days  are  going  by. 
While  the  days,  etc. 
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ARISE!    ARISE     TO     SAVE. 


± 


^" 


:3V=v-^ 


e:Ta5^j^z:E^E^=:zi=:z=::i;  ^1^2^==^=:^ 


-0- 


-©- 


;S£E-^i^=^=; 


I.   Ye  friends  of    temp'rance  self -de  -  ny-ing,  Hark!  hark!  what  myriads    bid    you    rise;     See  wretched 


:M 


-©— 


i: 


f_     s>- 


-i — tj- 


:^±i^: 


:M 


• — • — <— •  — *-  • — • — 9 —0 — 0- 


,^_^,_J_^4S_ 


arj: 


:Si^: 


I  I 

drunk-ards  round  you      dy  -  ing,  Be-hold  their  tears  and  hear  their    cries,     Behold  their  tears     and  hear  their 
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cries,  Shall  hateful    cus-toms   mis  -  chief    breed-ing,  With  woes  and  crimes,  a    dire  -  ful    band,    Afflict  and 
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ARISE     TO    SAVE.     Concluded. 
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des-o-late  the      land,  While  peace  and  happi-neas    lie    bleed-ing,     A  -  rise  ! 


a-rise    to    save;  Your 
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Stan    -  dard  wide    un 
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on,      march    on, 
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or    death. 
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No  joy  of  heart  or  hope  resigning, 
Our  bosoms  glow  with  gen'rous  flam&; 

No  narrow  bounds  the  soul  confining, 
Shall  e'er  our  noble  ardour  tame. 

Too  long  our  land  has  been  bewailing. 
The  giant  ills  which  far  and  wide, 
Stalk  through  its  bounds  with  guilty  stride, 

O'er  prostrate  virtue's  powers  prevailing. 
Arise,  arise,  &c. 
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TEMPERANCE     MISSION. 


May  be  Rnnir  as  a  Solo. 
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Mtlody  by  S.  M.  Grannis, 
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I.  Leagued  with  all  the  pow'rs  of  darkness,  Foe  to  ev'ry  friend  of  truth;  In  our  midst,  behold  the  tempter,  Dealing  poi-son 
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2.  Step  by  step  he  leads  his  victim  To  the  verge  of  dread  despair;  Hurls  him  o'er  the  brink  of  ruin;  Laughs  &  leaves  him 
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to  our  youth;  See  him  press,  with  gentle  whipper.  To  their  lips  the  fa-tal  bowl;  While  its  mad'ning  drops  be-wil-der 
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hopeless  there.  Widowed  hearts  and  homes  deserted.  Helpless  children  orphans  made;  What  a  picture  I  God  of  mer-cy, 
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of  the  soul.    Every  feel-ing    ot  the  soul. 
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Friends  of  temperance,  Christian  workers, 

Let  your  glorious  standard  wave; 
Up  and  arm  yourselves  for  conflict, 

Fired  with  zeal  and  courage  brave. 
Touch  not,  taste  not,  be  your  motto, 

And  your  watchword  in  the  fight ; 
God  will  give  you  strength  to  conquer, 

He  '11  protect  you  in  the  right. 


Let  this  cru-el  tide  be  stay'd,  Let  this  cru-el  tide    be  stay'd. 


Intemperance  shall  not  always  Reign.  37 

Words  adapted  by  Rev.  W.  ScoTT. 


In-temp' ranee  shall  not  always  reign;  There  comes  a  brighter  day,  When  freedom  burst  from  ev'ry  chain  Shall 
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2.  What  voice  shall  bid 
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the  progresj.  stay,  Of  truth's  vic-to-rious  car?  What  arm  ar -  rest  the  growing  day,     Or 
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have    tri-um-phan(  sway ;      Then  right  does    o  -  ver  might  pre  -  vail,  The  sons    of  temp' ranee  arm'd  in    mail, 
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quench  the    so  -  lar   star  ?    What  reckless  soul  though  stout  and  strong,  Shall  dare  bring  back  the  le-  gal  wrong, 


And  Rechab's  hosts  the  wrong  assail.  Which  held  des-lruc-tive  sway. 
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Our  coun- try's  guilty    night  prolong,  And  freedom's  morning  bar. 


The  hour  of  triumph  comes  apace. 

The  promised  glorious  liour, 
When  tenip'rance  on  a  ransomed  race, 

Iler  bounteous  gifts  shall  shower.       '  ^ 
Ring,  tenip'rance  ring,  thy  sweet-toned 
Bid  high  thy  sacred  banner  swell,      [bell, 
Let  shout  on  shout  the  victory  tell, 

Of  heaven's  redeeming  power. 
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Father's  a  Drunkard  and  Mother  is  Dead. 
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Words  by  Stella  ;  Music  by  Mrs.  E.  A.  Tarkhurst, 
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I.    Out    in      tlie    gloomy    night,  sad-  ly      I    roam, 
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i     have    no    mo- ther  dear,  no    pleas-ant  home; 
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2.    We    were    so    hap  -py 
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Fa-  ther  drank  rum,     Then  all    our  sor-  row    and     trou  -  ble     be-  gun  ; 
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No  -  bo  -  dy  cares  for      me — no    one  would  ciy, 
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Ev  -en      if    poor    lit  -  tie     Bes  -  sie  should  die 
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Mo-ther    grew  pa  -  ler,  and  wept    ev-  ery    day, 
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Ba  -  by    and      I  were  too    hun  -  gry    to     play. 
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Bare-foot    and  tired,  I've  wandered  all  day,     Ask  -  ing    for  work — but  I'm  too  small  they  say;    On  the  damp 


— H-i     I   -L-Fr — ^- 


r- 


-»— •- 


-^- 


■::M 


?:: 


£3: 


±z3EE3EEi 


r- r~ri:i:-' 


Slow-  ly    they  faded,  and  one  summer's  night  Found  their  dear     fa  -ces    all    si  -lent  and  white ;  Then  with  big 


Father  's  a  Drunkard.     Concluded. 

cHonrs. 
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ground     I  must  now    lay  my  head — "Father's  a  Drunkard,   and  Mother    is    dead.  '    Mother,  oh,    why  did  you 
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tears  slow-ly    drop-ping,  I  said:-" Father's  a    Drunkard,    and  Mother    is    dead."  *•»«"•*• 
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leave  me    a-lone,With  no  one  to_  love  me,  no  friends  and  no  home?  Dark  is  the  night,  and  the  storm  ra-ges  wild, 
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leave  me    a-lone,  With  no  one  to     love  me,  no  iriends  and  no  homei"  Dark  is  the  night,  and  the  storm  ra 
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Bes-sie, 
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the  Drunkard's  lone  child. 
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Oh,  if  the  "Temp'rance  men"  only  could  find 
Poor,  wretched  Father,  and  talk  very  kind — 
If  they  could  stop  him  from  drinking — why,  then 
I  should  be  so  very  happy  again. 
Is  it  too  late?  "Men  of  Temp'rance,"  please  try, 
Or  poor  little  Bessie  may  soon  starve  and  die. 
All  the  day  long  I've  been  begging  for  bread — 
"  Father  's  a  Drunkard,  and  Mother  is  dead." — Cho. 
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TEMPERANCE     BATTLE     SONG. 


WoiJs  bv  Rev.  W.  11.  WiTiiROW,  M.A.     Music  by  Carl  Wilhelm. 
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ye        who    love    your      na  -  tive      land,  Come    firm  -  ly      join    with    heart    and  hand,      To 
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fight      a  -  gainst     its 

-|-:-|    -•  : 


«;H01M7S. 


We      pledge    our    heart    and    pledge  our     hand,  That      we 


firm 
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u    -    nit  -  ed      band, 


TEMPERANCE    BATTLE.     Concluded. 
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2. 

This  foe  to  God  and  foe  to  man, 
"We  will  for  ever  seek  to  ban — 
To  save  the  ages  yet  unborn 
From  tliis  foul  ht:ritage  of  scorn. 
We  pledge  our  hearts,  etc. 


Too  long  before  the  power  of  wine, 
As  at  a  horrid  Moloch  shrine, 
A  countless  host  of  victims  fall. 
And  groan  beneath  its  cursed  thrall. 
We  pledge  our  hearts,  etc. 


The  monstrous  fatal  power  we  'II  foil, 
And  from  our  fair  and  virgin  soil, 
We  swift  must  drive  this  vilest  curse. 
That  scathes  and  blasts  our  universe. 
We  pledge  our  hearts,  etc. 


42  PLY     THE     OAR,     BROTHER. 
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1.  Ply  the  oar,  brother,  and  speed  the  boat,  Swift  o-ver  life's  glitter-ing  waves  we  float;  Then     onward  bound,  and 

2.  Loudly  the  heart-cheering  temp'rance  call,  Sounds  over  the  na-tions  to  welcome  us  all;       It     sweet-ly  swells  from 
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3.  Now  o'er  the  ocean  our  good  bar.c  rides,  And    safe-ly  in  har-bour  she  smoothly  glides ;  But  should  the  cry    of 


-•— • — # — »— •- 


i-^-5J-/- 


-■■ — •- 


y-J-p^— j^- 


strive      to    sa%'e       Brothers  from  fil-ling    a     drunk-ard's  grave.     Then  pull  away,  haul  away,  row,  boys,  row,  A 
hill       and    grove,  Calling     re-turn      un-to         all    that  rove.     Clioriis. 
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help      b2    heard,  Quick-ly    to    du  -  ty    is    our    watchword. 
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long  pull,  a  strong  pull,  and  off  we  go. 


Off  we  go, 


off  we  go. 


off    we 


go. 
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AWAY     THE     BOW^L. 
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Our  youth-ful  hearts  with  temp'rance  burn,  A-way, 
From  dram  shops  all  our  steps     we    turn,  A-way, 


a  -  way,  the     bowl  ; 
a  -  way,  the     bowl ; 


Fare  -  well    to    rum  and 


2.    See    how  the  stagger-ing  drunk-ard  reels,  A-way, 
A  -  las  !  the   mis  -  ery        he     re  -  veals,  A-way, 


a  -  way,  the    bowl  ; 
a  -  way,  the    bowl ; 


Fare  -  well      to   rum    and 
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its  liarms,  Farewell  the     wine  cup's  boast-cd  charms.       A  -  way     the  bowl,     a  -  way     the    bowl,     a  - 
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its  harms.  Farewell  the     wine  cup's  boasted  charms. 
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a  -  way    llie     bowl. 


Boys. — We  drink  no  more,  nor  buy,  nor  sell, 

Away,  away,  the  bowl  ! 
Girls. — The  tippler's  offers  we  repel. 

Away,  away  the  bowl. 
Both. — United  in  a  temperance  band. 

We're  joined  in  heart,  we're  joined  in  hand. 
Away  the  bowl,  away  the  bowl,  away,  away  the  bowl. 
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Hnhl,  with  decision. 
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I.    There's    a 
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ve   -  rv       small     word,   but     some     folks    are 
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so      weak    That  they      find 
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N  O.      Concluded. 
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say 
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There  is  many  a  drunkard  who  reels  through  the  street, 
We  can  scarce  walk  at  all  but  such  victims  we  meet ; 
Who  would  never  have  looked  such  a  picture  of  Avoe, 
If  when  first  asked  to  drink,  he  had  boldly  said  "  No  I" 

3.  Some  say  No !  so  faintly,  we  cannot  but  guess 
That  N,  O,  in  their  case  means  Y,  E,  S,  yes. 

If  we  'd  live  sober  lives  we  decision  should  show, 
And  reply  in  firm  tones,  unmistakably,  "  No." 

4.  Oh,  how  much  it  would  save  both  in  money  and  fame, 
How  often  't  would  keep  from  remorse  and  from  shame  J 
If  we  checked  at  the  first  liquor's  stream  in  its  flow, 
And  turned  it  by  saying  indignantly — "  No." 

5.  Then  lasses  and  lads,  heed  the  word  though  so  small, 
When  invited  to  drink,  you  '11  be  safe  from  its  thrall, 
And  onward  in  health  and  prosperity  go. 
Protected  and  saved  by  the  syllable  "  No." 
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THE     FIRST     GLASS. 
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I.  Oh,      tell      me      not        of      spark-ling    wine,        A     pur  -  er,    sweet  -  er,   draught    be      mine.    The 


crys  -  tal    spring  shall    sol   -    ace      me ;        The    Temp-'rance  pledge  my       shield        shall  be. 

DUET.  And    no    tirst  glass  ot      poi  -        -        _        son     sip. 
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And    no    first  glass  of      poi 
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Un-stained  I  '11  keep  my  youth  -  ful    lip, 
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And  no    first    glass    of    poi  -  son    sip. 
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THE     FIRST     GLASS.     Concluded. 
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faith  -  ful    Tcmp'rance      man.  Un     -    til        my      dy 
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The  Bible  says  that  drunkard?  ne'er 
The  bliss  of  Paradise  shall  share  : 
That  wine  's  a  mocker,  and  at  last 
Will  iMnd  its  wretched  victims  fast  : 
Then  let  me  in  life's  morning  say — 
Shun  the  first  glass  that  would  betray. 
Chorus. — Then  shall  I,  etc. 


The  one  first  step  that  leads  astray, 
Is  often  in  a  flowery  way, 
And  oft  the  drunkard's  progress  shows, 
Sin's  growth  and  its  reward  of  woes ; 
To  save  from  Habit's  glass  accursed, 
In  diildhood  we  will  shun  the  first. 
Chorus. — Then  shall  I,  etc. 


ROUSE  TO  DUTY.     {Tune— 

Ye  frrends  of  Temperance,  rouse  to  duty, 

Heed  now  the  call  that  bids  you  rise  ; 
Heed  wives'  and  mothers'  earnest  pleading — 

Behold  their  tears  and  hear  their  cries  ; 

Behold  their  tears  and  hear  their  cries  ; 
Shall  selfisli  men,  vile  mischief  breeding — ■ 

A  heartless  iiquor-dealing  band — 

Afflict  and  desolate  the  land, 
While  pure  and  loving  hearts  are  bleeding? 

Chorus. — Arise  ye  friends  of  truth. 

Gird  on  your  armour  bright, 
Work  on,  work  on,  all  hearts  resolved 


"Arise,  arise  to  Save."    Page 34.)    M.  D.  Batcman. 

March  on,  the  battle  is  Jehovah's, 
Our  Leader  calls  us  on  to  day  ; 

His  arm  is  strong,  our  cause  will  triumph; 
Thrti  let  us  work,  and  strive,  and  pray, 
Till  this  dark  curse  be  swept  away. 

Our  enemies  will  yield  before  us, 
Their  work  of  sin  anr'  ruin  cease, 
And  homes  be   blessed  with  love  and  peace, 

For  God  and  Right  shall  be  victorious. 

To  conquer  in  His  might ; 
Pray  on,  pray  on,  and  God  will  give 
The  victory  to  the  right. 


43 


SOME     LOVE     TO     DRINK. 
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SOME     LOVE     TO     DRINK.     Concluded. 
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3. 

As  pure  as  heaven  is  the  water  given, 

'Tis  for  ever  fresh  and  new  ; 
'Tis  distill'd  in  air.  and  it  comes  from  there 

In  the  shower  and  ihc  ih^w. 
Ob,  water,  etc. 


Thevsny'tis  weak,  yet  its  strength  I'll  seek, 
j      For  the  worn  rock  owns  its  sway; 
And  we're  borne  along  by  its  winjjso  strong 
WJien  it  silent  (Ices  away. 
Oh,  water,  etc. 


There's  strength  and  glee  in  the  mighty 
When  the  st<nmy  winds  do  blow;  [sea, 

And  a  fearful  sight  is  the  cai'ract's  might, 
As  it  leaps  the  deiuhs  below. 
Oh,  water,  etc 
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A^A/'AY    WITH     THE     WINE. 


Allcarrctto. 


'»—r 


:B^EE 


r  i^t 


1.  There    is     woe  in     the  wine-cup,  there's  death  in  the  bowl,  Tho'    it     bright-ly    may    spar-kle  and    shine; 
There's  a     ser-pent  with  -  in    tliat  will  strike  at    the  soul  :  Then    a  -  way,   then     a  -  way  with  the     wine  ! 
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C.  There's  a    scr-pent  with  -  in    that    will  strike  at     the  soul :  Then    a  -  way,  then  a  -  way  with  the    wine  ! 
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A  -  way,    then,     a  -  way      with    the      wine  ! 
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A  -  way,     then,      a 
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wine. 
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2. 

There  is  death  in  the  wine-cup  :  the  tempter  may  smile, 

And  may  seem  for  awhile  half  divine  ; 
But  there  's  nothing  on  earth  half  so  fiendish  and  vile 
As  the  serpent  that  lurks  in  the  wine. 
Away,  then,  away  with  the  wine. 
Away,  then,  away  with  the  wine. 
For  there  's  nothing  on  earth  half  so  fiendish  and  vile 
As  the  serpent  that  lurks  in  the  wine. 


Then  arise,  friends  of  Temp'rance,  and  strike  for  the  right, 

And  in  Faith,   tlope,  and  Love  combine. 
Free  the  land  that  we  love  from  the  dr.,  iseller's  blight — 
From  the  demon  that  dwells  in  the  wine. 
Away  then,  away  with  the  wine. 
Away  then,  aw.iy  with  the  wine. 
Free  the  land  that  we  love  from  the  dramseller's  bligiit — 
From  the  demon  that  dwell  in  the  wine. 


NO      HOME 
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I.  'Twas     mid-night's  sad  and     lone  -  Iv  hour.      No  moon  was      in     the       sky  ;  The 
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2.     No      home  had    he ;    all    shel  -  ter-less 
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A  -  long  the  street  he 


fled ;        No        Mo-ther's  smile    or 
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dark-lv  low'r,   And  moan-ing  winds  swept  by 


A      lit  -  tie     boy,  with  na-ked    feet,  Crept  forth   be-neath  the 
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warm  ca-  ress — That  tru-est  friend  was    dead  ;     A    drunk-en      fa  -  ther's  bru-  tal    ire     Had  turned  his  ten  -  der 


ow  fiercely  sweeps  the  frigid  storm, 
The  driving  snow  flakes  fall. 
Above  that  little  shiv'ring  form, 
night,     A  -  long  the  dark  and  si-lent  street.Trembling  with  cold  and  fright.  Crouching  beside  the  wall. 
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:ziz\:~9zi 

t 


p.z:p__»; 


-P-F»?-l-  0 0 


-0    \ 

:Ei[ 


V- 


-m 
:iii 


feet,        To  wander,  wiih-out  food  or  fire,     A -long  the     fro  •  zen  street. 


Yet  felt  he  not  its  dread, 
For  by  the  wall,  in  snowy  shroud. 
The  morning  iound  him  dead. 
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HURRAH     FOR     PROHIBITION. 
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I.  The     tcmp'rance  folki  are  wak  -  ing    up,  Throughout    me  Brit  -  ish     na  -  tion,      To      put  the       li-quor 
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traf  -  tic  down,  And  drive      it    from    ere   -   a  -  tion. 
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HURRAH     FOR     PROHIBITION.     Concluded. 
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For 


good    men     are 
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go    . 


2. 

We  've  tried  persuasion  long  enough, 

No  use  to  try  it  longer  ; 
It  will  not  stop  the  traffic,  and 

We  must  iiave  something  stronger. 
The  hf  arrless  fiends  wiio  make  and  sell 

Tho  :ipv'vage  of  perdition. 
Mun  i.-.vpiheir  ••brt-nihing  holes  of  hell" 

Slmc  up  by  prohibition. 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  etc. 
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hi     -     bi  -   tion, 
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Too  long  king  Alcohol  has  reigned, 

All  moral  suasion  scorning  ; 
Too  long  his  muri'rous  savages 

Have  filled  thr  land  with  mourning, 
Rum-seliers  care-  not  for  our  prayers, 

Or  tears,  or  admonition  ; 
But  tiicie  s  a  pow'r  crm  make  them  quake- 

'Tis  ie;.'al  prohibition. 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  etc. 


No  scofTs  of  foes  or  doubts  of  friends 

Shall  weaken  our  endeavour, 
To  brand  the  traffic  with  disgrace, 

And  wipe  it  out  for  ever. 
Right  on  shall  go  the  noble  work. 

Until  its  full  completion  ; 
We  '11  "  fight  it  out  upon  the  line" 

Of  TOTAL  prohibition. 

Hurrah,  huurah,  etc. 
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COME     HOME,     FATHER. 


Tenilerly. 
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Henry  C.  Work, 
zNn-i^iriSlid: 


1.  P'a  -  ther,  dear  fa  -  ther,  come  home  with  me  now  !    The     clock    in     the    stee  -  pie  strikes     one  ;       You 

2.  Fa  -  ther,  dear  fa  -  ther,  come  home  with  me  now  !    The     clock    in     the    stee  -  pie  strikes     two  ;       The 

3.  Fa  -  ther,  dear  fa  -  ther,  come  home  with  me  now  !   The     clock    in     the    stee  -  pie  strikes    three  ;    The 


said     you  were  com-ing    right  home  from  tlie  shop,       As     soon    as  your    day's  work  was       done.         Our 
night  has  grown  cold-cr,     and     Ben  -  ny       is  worse.     But     he       has     been  call-  ing     for         you.  In- 

house  is      so    lone  -  ly — the     hours    are    so    long      For  poor  weep-ing    mo  -  ther   and        me.         Yes, 


fire  has  gone  out — our  house  is  all  dark — And  mo-ther  's  been  watching  since 
deed  he  is  worse — Ma  says  he  will  die,  Per  -  haps  be-  fore  morn-  ing  shall 
we      are    a  -  lone — poor    Ben  -  ny      is    dead,     And    gone  with    the     an  -  gels    of 


tea. 

With 

dawn  ; 

And 

light ; 

And 

poor  bro-ther  Ben  -  ny    so  sick    in     her    arms.  And     no      one     to    help    her    but        me.  Come 

this     is    the     mes-sage  she        sent  me     to  bring,  "Come  quick-ly,     or     he      will     be        gone."      Come 
these  were  the    ve  -  ry    last      words  that    he    said — "  I      want    to    kiss    Pa  -  pa  good      night."      Come 


COME     HOME,     FATHER.     Concluded. 
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home  !  come  home  !  come  home ;  Please,  fa  -  ther,  dear  fa  -  ther,  come  home, 
home  !  come  home  !  come  home ;  Please,  fa  -  ther,  dear  ia.  -  ther,  come  home, 
home  1  come  home !  come        home ;        Please,      fa  -  ther,      dear        fa  -  ther,    come       home. 
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Hear    the  sweet  voice  of    the 


child    . ,    . .   Which    the  night  winds  re-peat    as     they    roam  ; 


Oh, 
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who  could  re  -  sist  this    most    plaintive  of  prayers?  "Please,  fa-ther,     dear    fa-ther,     come     home!" 
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^VINE     IS     A     MOCKER. 


E.  D.  Peebles. 
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Wine      is       a    mock-er,   Strong  drink  is     ra-ging, 
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Wine 
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a     mock-er.  Strong  drink   is     raging. 
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Wiio    -      60  -  ev  -  er  is   . .     . .       deceived    there  -  by        is        not     wise. 
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AA^INE     IS    A     MOCKER.     Concluded. 
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GLORIOUS    NEWS. 


HOLO  or  rnoRir«i. 

f_ I      .  IN  I       J 

1         I.    U,  liave  you  heard  the  glorious  news  That's  round  the  town  to-day? 


Music  by  L.  O.  Emerson. 


he  town  to-day?        Fa-ther  has  sigr  d  the  pledge,  and  we  Are 
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hap-py,  light,  and  gay.     No  more  we  dread  his     com-ing  step,  But  spring  to  greet  him  home ;  Mother  has  wip'd  her 
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tears     a-way.     And  jov  to    us    has  come.       O,      glorious    news,  glorious    news,    glorious  news    to  -  day ! 
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GLORIOUS    NE^A/'S.    Concluded. 
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Fa-ther    has  sign'd  the  pledge,  and  we  Are  hap-py,  light,  and  gay, 
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Happy,    happy, 


happy,  light,  and  gay, 
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happy,     happy, 
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;dge,  And  we     are    liapoy,  ligiit    and      gay. 
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2.    Many  's  the  sorrowing  time  we've  had, 

But  such  we  '11  have  no  more  ; 
For  father  has  driv'n  the  demon  out, 

And  locked  and  barred  the  door. 
No  more  we  '11  want  for  food  and  clothes, 

No  more  we  'U  mourn  and  sigh  ; 
Our  home  shall  be  a  home  of  peace, 

With  ev  ly  comfort  nigh. — Cho. 


Now,  thanks  we  raise  to  God  on  high, 

For  this  great  blessing  given. 
And  earth  to  us  hencefortii  shall  be 

The  t-nirance  door  to  heaven. 
Sing  loud  and  full,  sing  clear  and  free, 

Let  hill  to  valley  cal. 
And  bsar  upon  the  wing;  of  wind. 

The  glorious  news  to  all. — Cho. 


60 


HASTE     TO     THE     RESCUE. 

Words  by  JOSEPHINE  TOLLARD. 
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I.  On,     Drothers,  on. 
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to    meet  the     foe     that    we     ab  -  hor ! 
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Nev-er,      nev-er,     dare     to  think  your      fight  -ing    days      are      o'er, 
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HASTE     TO    THE     RESCUE.     Concluded. 
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?..  See  how  his  banners  gleam  along  the  rank  to-day! 
How  he  biiies  his  horrors  "ncaiii  the  glittering  display. 
Wife  and  husband,   chiidren  too,  are  caught  and  lured 
To  join  the  ranks  of  sin.  [i^^vay, 

liallelujali.  gloiy,  glory,  hallelujah, 
We  '11  battle  for  the  right. 


Glory,  glorv. 


3.  Let  us  to  the  rescue,  now,  before  it  is  too  late  ; 
Let  us  save  a  comrade  from  so  terrible  a  fate, 


Death  may  be  his  portion,  if  to-morrow  we  but  wait; 

So  fill  the  ranks  to-day  ! 

Glory,  glory,  hallelujah,  glory,  glory,  hallelujah, 

'We  '11  battle  for  the  right. 

,  Strike,  for  the  homes  where  peace  can  never  enter  in, 

Strike,  for  the  many  souls  that  you  may  hope  to  win  ; 

Strike,  for  the  love  of  right,  and  for  the  hate  of  sin. 

And  God  shad  nerve  the  arm  ! 

i  Glory,  glory,  hallelujah,  :||  We  '11  battle  for  the  right. 


62  TEMPERANCE    RALLYING    SONG. 

Words  by  Mrs.  Van  Alstyne.  Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 
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Temperance,  quick     to    arms,     We    must 
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the    right ;      And      our 
-J » H-^ 


•- 


we'll      de  -  fend. 


i 

See      the        foe        is      in      the  field,    We   must 
§:  tv  -  rant  shall    be  slave.    To     our 
:K:»-^i '. 1^_1_ 
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Fine. 


meet      him     hi        the     lii,'lit.     And       be 
ar    -    niv     bo.d      and  brave !    We      shall 


h •-. 


1^ 


faith 
gain 


and 

nflo    - 


cour  -  a  -  g'lous      to       the 
rious     vie  -  tory       by      and 


end, 

by. 
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5J 


:^:=^: 


:^ 


CHORirs. 

:b=ir: 


Temperance  Rallying  Song.    Concluded. 
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ing      on  -  ward,     ev    -    er 


on    -    -     -  ward, 
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Sound  -  ing      still      the 
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M.irch  -  ing 
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on  -  ward, 
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ev    -   er 
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cry 


Soon    the 


±: 


bat  -  tie        cry  ; 


Soon    the 


bat  -  tie 
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on  -  ward,      on  -  ward,     Sound  -  ing      still 


S. 


the 


Like  the  fatal  wind  that  sweeps. 

O'er  the  desert's  burning  plain, 
Is  the  deep  and  deadly  poison  of  his  breath ; 

While  the  aged  and  the  young, 

He  is  binding  with  a  chain, 
That  will  lead  them  on  by  thousands  down  to  death. — Cho. 


Throw  our  banner  to  the  breeze, 

Let  the  wrongs  that  claim  redress, 
Be  our  signal  and  our  watchword  as  we  go  ; 
Like  the  veterans  of  the  past, 
We  will  never,  never,  rest. 
Till  our  weapons  deal  destruction  to  the  foe.-Cho. 


Friends  of  Temperance,  quick  to  arms, 
We  must  struggle  for  the  right ; 

And  our  noble  cause  with  vigour  we  '11  defend ; 
See  the  foe  is  in  the  field, 
We  must  meet  him  in  the  fight, — 

And  be  faitliful  and  courageous  to  the  end.— Cho. 
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THE     TEMPERANCE     ARMY. 


SOtO.  ninrcli  time. 


J.    M.    KlEFFER, 

*^        I.   Now  tliL'  tenip-'raiice  ar  -  my 's  march  -  ing,  With  the  Christian's     ar-mour         on; 


ip-  raiice  ar  -  my 

2.  Now  the  temp-'rance  ar-my"s  march  -  ing, 

3.  Now  the  temp-'rance  ar  -  my  's  march  -  ing, 

4.  Now  the  temp-'rance  ar  -  mv's  march  -  ing, 


Firm  and  stea  -  dy     is      our       tread  ; 
Wives  and  sis  -  ters     in     the       throng  ; 
Let       the  joy  -  ful      ti  -  dings     roil  ; 


m^^j- 


:zi37"ii: 
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::723: 
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Love  our     mot  -  to,  Clirist  our       Cap  -  tain, 

See,    the    mo-thers  ihey    are      lead    -    ing, 
Shout-ing:  "To-tal     Pro  -  hi    -    bi    -    tion," 
Send    the     news    to      ev  -  'ry        na    -    tion, 


1 / • 1 


:p: 


Pro  -  hi  -  bi  -  tion     is    our  song  1 

Marching     bold-  ly      at     the  head. 

As     we     bravc-ly  march    a  -    long. 

Let     it    sound  from  pole  to  pole. 


_ ^ 1 
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-0- 

~0~ 
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cnoRvs, 


The  Temperance  Army.     Concluded. 
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Yes,    the  tcmp'rance    ar-my  's  march  -ing, 


And  will  march  foi-     ev  -  er     more 

_-  -.  -^s  ;^  J^  -^ 


x_?: 
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-j/-.,-l^- 


mmmm 


ev  -  er    more,      And  our 
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And  our     triumph    shall    be    sound  -  ed, 
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tri-umph  shall 
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be 


Round  the    world    from    shore    to       shore,     March  -  ing 
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sound  -  ed, 
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Round    the    world    from    shore    to      shore, 


on. 
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Marching    on  for    ev-er  more,  And  our  triumph  shall  be  sounded,  Round  the  world  from  shore  to  shore. 
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Marching  on,  Marching  on,  etc. 
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Hast  Thou  Gleaned  Well  To-day. 


Dr.  C.  R.  Blackall. 


Rev.  R.  LowRY. 
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call  -  inq;,     It 
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say, — Oh,       soul,     hast     thou  glean'd  well      to  -  dav?      In 
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world's  har  -  vest    field,     With  its 
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full      pre-cious    yield,     Has    it        vain  -  ly 
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ap  -  pealed, - 


Oh, 
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Hast  Thou  Gleaned  Well  To-day.    Concluded. 
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RetYnlii. 


\T- 
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-  ©- 
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soul,     hast  thou  gleaned  well    to  -  day  ?      Hast  thou  gleaned hast  thou  gleaned hast  thou 

-&-    -m — •-  -# — •-  -&- 
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Hast  tliou  gleaned, 


hast  thou  gleaned, 


ifeSH 


gleaned    well 

-•-     -»-     -•-     -•- 


to  -  day  ? 
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Oh, 


soul, 


hast    thou    gleaned    well      to  -  day? 


-©- 


;=p- 


=^: 
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Hast    thou  gleaned  well     to  -  day  ? 


I 


-t~ 


1 


2. 

The  day  is  departing,  the  darkness  is  here  ; 
Ah  !  why  am  I  starting,  while  heart  beats  with  fear, 
Soul,  hast  thou  not  gleaned  well  to-day? 
In  the  world's  busy  throng, 
Hast  thou  failed  to  be  strong, 
Weakly  yielding  to  wrong, 
Oh!  hast  thou  not  gleaned  well  to-day? 
Ha^t  thou  "iuaiied,  etc. 


The  light  is  appearing,  the  darkness  is  gone, 
For  Jesus  is  nearing,  and  tender  His  tone, — 
Oh,  Koul,  in  My  might  glean  each  day ; 
When  the  harvest  is  o'er, 
Shall  be  joy  evermore. 
If  the  sheaves  at  thy  door 
Shall  say,  thou  hast  filled  well  thy  day. ! 
Hast  thou  gleaned,  etc. 
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SOUND    THE     BATTLE     CRY. 


Tliroroa»lT.  In  Ulareh  time. 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  F.  Sherwin. 
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I.    Sound  the    bat  -  tie    cry !     See,     the      foe    is    nigh  ;    Raise  the    standard    high      For      the      Lord ; 
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I                Gird    your    ar  -  mor  on,      Stand    firm    ev 
___, C # •_•_» ■_  ._« # 1. 


'ry    one;     Rest  your    cause  up  -  on     His      ho  -  ly      word. 
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CIIORVS. 
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Rouie  then,  tree-men,  come  from  hill    and     val  -  ley;  Fa-thers,     bro-thers,  earn-est,  brave,  and  strong; 
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Sound  the  Battle  Cry.     Concluded. 
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On  -  ward, 
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for 


ward, 


all 
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u  -  ni  -  ted    ral  -  ly,   "  Death    to 
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l1  -  CO  -  hoi,"  your    bat  -  tie    song. 
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Strong  to  meet  the  foe, 
Marching  on  we  go. 
While  our  cause  we  know 

Must  prevail ; 
Shield  and  banner  bright 
Gleaming  in  the  light ; 
Battling  for  the  right 

We  ne'er  can  fail. 
Cho. — Rouse  then,  etc. 


Oh,  thou  God  of  all, 
Hear  us  when  we  call ; 
Help  us  one  and  all 

By  Thy  grace; 
When  the  battle  's  donet 
And  the  vict'ry  won. 
May  we  wear  the  crown 

Before  Thy  face. 
Cho. — Rouse  then,  etc. 


I  'LL    DRINK    NO    MORE.     (^Y/r 

Allesro  vivace« 
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Arranged  from  an  Old  English  Round,  by  T.  M.  Dewey. 
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I*'ll    drink 


no 


more     gm        sung, 


I — 


._j ,—^ i- 


I'll    drink 
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no        sling   made    of 


gin, 


No 


rum 


or        whis  -  key 
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or 
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bran  -dy, 
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Wine    or 


an 


such     thing. 
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HAS     FATHER     BEEN     HERE? 


mm. 


:3^3E35~5 


-0—0- 


-9--0 
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E.  W.  Locke, 


1.  Please,  Mister  Dar-keeper,  has  fa-ther  been  here?  He's  not  been  at  home  for  the  day,  'Tis  now  almost  midnight,  and 

2.  Please,  Mister  Police-man,  my  fa-ther     is     lost,  A  man  says  you  took  him  away;     Oh,  can't  he  go  home,  sir,  and 

3.  Please,  sir,  Mister  Jailer,  please  let  me  go     in,  They  say  that  my  father's  inside  ; 


;£fea^t' 


I 


— i- 
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I    scarcely  can  tell  how  un- 
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""             • 

i|te:iEEE^I: 
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mother's  in    fear  Some    ac  -  ci-dent  keeps  him  a-way.       No.   no,     lit-tle   stran-ger,  or    yes,  he  s  been  here.  Some 
what  will  it    cost?    If    mo-ther  will  send  you  the  pay;      Oh,  no,    lit-tle    plead-er,   your  fa-ther  can't  go.    We 
hap-  py  we've  been.  We  could  not  leel  worse  had  he  died;  Please, sir.  it  was  drink-ing  that  made  him  do  wrong,  I'm 


-~i — :i- 
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-^ZlZfiZ 


rsirsii^ 
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A-SziSm: 


Mzzwzzt: 
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of-  fi  -cers  took  him  a-way,       He's  gone  to  the  lockup,  I'm  sor-ry  my  dear,  He's  done  some'hingwicked,  they  say. 
put  him  in    pris-on  to-day,      Go  home  to  your  mother,  &quick  let  her  know,  What'skeeping  your  lather  a-way. 
sure,  sir,  he  will  drink  no  more.  Oh,  just  a  few  minutes,  a  minute's  not  long.  But  no  one  would  op-en  the  door. 
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HAS    FATHER    BEEN     HERE.     Concluded. 


CHORVg, 


ii!i^?z:EiEiEsziEjZj:EsE£ri:Z:^l 


:zvz:=s:3v:q: 


71 


^t^i: 


ez5 


Oh.     'twas  not  my  father  who   did    the  bad  deed,  'Twas  diinkinp-  that  maddened  his  brain,     Oh, 
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'Twas  drink 


ing  that  maddened  his  brain, 
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let  him  go  home  to    dear  mother,  I    plead,  I'm  sure  he  '11  not  touch  it    a  -  gain,    I'm  sure,  I'm    sure,  I'm 
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sure, 
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I'm    suie  he'll  not  touch  it 
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All  day  the  young  watcher  stood  fast  by  the  door, 

In  vain  wiih  his  lather  to  speak  ; 
It  creaked  its  great  hinges  twice  ten  times  or  more,       '' 

As  prison  doors  only  can  creak. 
Then  speeding  through  darkness  to  home  sad  as  death, 

A  promise  most  solemn  he  bore, 
Dear  mother,  I  '11  shun  it  as  long  as  I  've  breath, 

I  '11  taste  it,  and  touch  it  no  more. — Chorus. 
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SPEED     THE     HAPPY     DAY. 


Words  by  \V.  Bennett. 


W.  F.  Sherwijt. 


are      ev  -  'ry      where      a    -    wak  -  ing 
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Speed,  O  speed  the    hap-  py      day, 
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May     it     meet    no     ling-'ring  pause,    . . 
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hap  -  py    day, 
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ling  -  'ring  pause, 
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SPEED    THE     HAPPY     DAY.    Concluded. 
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'Till      the    curse  shall    pass      a    -    way, 
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And    vie  -  t'ry    crown    the      Temp-'rance  cause. 
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O,  the  glory  of  the  morning, 
When  the  joyful  time  bhall  come, 

When  all  men  shall  heed  the  warning, 
And  forsake  the  demon  Rum. 
Speed,  O  speed,  etc. 


In  that  welcome  hour  of  gladness, 
When  the  tyrant's  reign  is  o'er, 

Free  from  bitter  woe  and  sadness, 
We  shall  feel  his  power  no  more. 
Speed,  O  speed,  etc. 
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task    you      find      it,         Per    -  se 
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and      nev  -  er      mind      it. 
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mind 
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WE  'LL     CRO^A/^N     THEM    WITH     ROSES. 

W.  A.  Ogden. 


/      1/ 
1.    We  11  take  up    our    stand  For  the  youth  of  our  land,  And  weave  them    a    gar  -  land  to  wear,  Though  no 
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leaves    of    the    vine     In    our  wreath  shall  entwine.  For  we  '11  crown  them  with  ro-  ses       so    fair. 
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CHORUS. 


d: 


:dS:izd: 


-\-V 


:i-r:: 


8: 


I 


zgEEEg 


/ 

We'll 


mm 


Wc 'II  crown  them        Weil  crown  them,       We'll  crown  them  with  ro-ses     so    fair. 

We  '11  crown  them  with  ro-ses,  We  '11  crown  them  with  ro-ses,  We  '11  cro\<*n  them,  etc. 

0 — • •-      -• • •-  a        a        s        ■  -•-    -<S>-. 


V 1 /- 


^i 


-I — 
— » 


yZZj^zziEiifizziBii: 


- — T— S>— • — r 


\ 


^A/'E  'LL    CROWN    THEM.     Concluded. 
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crown  them,         We '11  crown  them,  We '11  crown  them  with    ro  -  ses      to 

crown  them  with  ro-  ses,  We  '11  crown  them  with    ro-ses,  We  '11  crown  them  with    ro  -  ses      to 
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wear, 
wear. 
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2. 


We  '11  tempt  not  the  youth  from  the  fountain  of  tnith, 

Whose  waters  are  pure  and  divine, 
But  we  '11  banish  for-e'er  from  our  homes  that  are  dear, 

The  chalice  that  sparkles  with  wine. 
Chorus. — We'll  crown  them,  etc. 


Our  sweet  household  joys,  all  the  girls  and  the  boys, 
We  '11  shield  from  the  tempter  so  bold. 

And  we  '11  bimi  their  white  brows  that  with  innocence 
With  a  crown  that  is  riclier  than  gold.  [glow, 

Chorus. — We'll  crown  them,  etc. 


THE     CARS     ARE     COMING. 


Allearretto. 
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time, 


time, 
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3.  Come,  a  -    rouse,      rouse, 


rouse, 


/ 
the 

S-T 


/ 

that 

---V- 

izifz: 
—V— 

ye,      and        ral  -    ly 


■    V    ■    V 

V 



V 

-« «— 

— 0 — 

_«_ 

_:•-_: 

-0-    ~1~ 

peo  -  pie 

were 

1 

wide 

a 

«         0 

• 

A 

« 

^ 

5 

-q- 


wake  ; 


Onr 

z#z: 


with  misht     and 
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The  Cars  are  Coming.     Continued. 


The  Cars  are  Coming.     Concluded. 
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roU-  ing,  roll-  ing.  Stand     out     of      the    way  there,  clear     the     track,  This 
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nev  -  er    goes  back  ;  The    cars      are    com  -  ing, 

.     .1     ^    >    ^ 


com  -ing,     com  -  ing,  The   wheels    are      roll  -  ing, 


1= 


V 


I 


-/-:3_: 


All  ye  youth  of  the  land,  hear  the  call  once  more, 


Hur  -  rah  for    Temp-'rance.  jhe  train  is  approaching,  the  night  is  o'er ; 

*-   -■  -    -0-     ^ _^  ^     Yox  Temperance  Station  our  baggage  we'll  check, 


;«j — P-— P— -^---W  — *  -  i;- p —  ^^ — ^s^J/   ""ll"!     Resolve  to  be  sober  and  keep  on  the  track, 

^ ^ ^       ^~~  T~"   ~'~*       #    '   L^       '  "n  •  Chorus. — The  cars  are  coming,  etc. 


78 


Vv^ORK     AND     PRAY. 


W.    H.   DOANE. 


\A^ORK     AND     PRAY.     Concluded. 
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CHORUS. 


-* — 0- 


N     ^     N     ^    I  . 

day.       Then     work  away,     Work     and  pray,  Work  a  -  way    to  -  dav, 


V-:^- 


^ ^^_._:S ^s_J !        \     _N_J ^v --— S ^ L_  — N S__N ^S_'^__^ 


Time  flies    a  -  way,        Time  flies     a  -  way! 


Work    a  -  way,   Work  and  pray,  Work  a  -  way      to  -  day, 


B:|-i-i-v-— t-.-- 

/>'         />*                  '/^i/^^' 

.^        1 

^       .     /    ^    1 

1 

Work  till  the  day-light    fades. 


;::ztqir::i; 


y_l_^g_ 


Aid  the  movement  every  preacher, 

Toil  away,  toil  away. 
Aid  it  every  Sunday  teacher — 

Work  and  pray,  work  r;nd  pray. 
Aid  it  hosts  of  Christian  men, 
Puljiit,  plalforni,  press  and  pen, 
Eden's  flower  shall  bloom  again, 

In  the  future  day. — Chorus. 


3. 

Sound  abroad  tlie  saving  chorus. 

Toil  away,  toil  away, 
There  's  a  noble  work  before  us- 

Work  and  pray,  work  and  pray. 
Courage,   labour  and  be  true  ; 
Better  days  are  just  in  view. 
Choicest  blessings  wait  for  you, 

In  the  future  dav. — Chorus. 


80       THE     TEMPERANCE     BALL     IS     ROLLING. 


lively. 


HN=qsI 


-i 


::=zj: 


/?s 


ZM^-t 


:-d: 


1.  The        Temp-'rance      Ball       is 

2.  A  migh    -    ty       surg  -  ing 

3.  It    shall      fill        up      all        your 

4.  An  -  gel    hosts    now    cheer    it 

5.  Soon  the    thou-sands    yet        de      - 

6.  So      the    Temp-'rance  Ball    goes 


Words  by  D.  J.    Mandei.l.      Arranged. 


m — i — 0 0 — i_  0 ^,^«_i_ 


roll  -  - 

ing. 

And   the 

knell     of 

vice 

is 

toll 

0 

cean, 

Is      this 

great     and 

vast 

com 

-    mo 

rum  - 

holes, 

It  shall 

shake      up 

all 

your 

numb 

dai    - 

ly. 

IIu  -man 

voi  -  ces 

shout 

-  ing 

gai 

lay    - 

ing, 

In    the 

haunts    of 

e    - 

vil 

strav 

hum  - 

ming. 

And  the 

glad     "good 

time" 

is 

com 

-  ing,       As  tlie  Power     Di  -  vine    comes    grand    -    ly  Roll-ing,    roll  -  ing,  roll  -  ing  on 

-  tion.  When  the  Temp- ranee  Bomb  comes    bound    -    ing.  And  our    cause  goes  roll  -  ing  on 

-  souls,    All  hu  -  man  -    i  -  ty        shall      hail            it,  As              it         goes  roll  -  ing  on 

-  ly,       While  our    no  -    ble  work    brings  bless    -     ing,  As              it         goes  roll  -  ing  on 

-  ing,     Shall         swell    the  Temp  -  'ranee    tri    -     umph,  And  with  it         go  roll  -  ing  on 

-  ing.    To            light     up    all         the        a     -     ges,  While  our  ca«se  goes  roll  -  ing  on 


THE    TEMPERANCE     BALL.     Concluded. 
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CHORUS. 


82 


Andantlnot 


I 
By 

The 


— 1  — 


THE     LIVING    WATERS. 

Words  by  B.  M.  Lawrence,  M.D.     Music  by  James  G.  Clark, 
1  -N \        I      — N — ^^-1 


I_t_. 


the 


riv         -        ers        of    peace  where  the         pure       shall 
mock  -  er,     strong  drink,       is    de  -  nounced    by 


V- 


the 


reign     When 
Word,      It 


the 
de 


-^^i 


Z± 


■\z^_-z^-f^A'.M: 


i^^c 


storms    of 
-stroys      eve  -  ry 


life      are  past,  There    re  -  mains  a 

im  -  pulse       di  -  vine ;     The  drunkards        of 


rest  free      from 

Ephraim       were    con- 


N-T 


-ci-zr~z§i 


toil        and 
-    demned   by 


^ ^ 

pain    While      the       peace    -  ful  a    -    ges        last;        But        we 

the        Lord,    And  priests     have  erred  through     wine.        Wine 


A— V 


^- 


:i!~i— izziizzis— 


zV^drrr 


-&- 


read        in    the  Word,  by    the  wise    re    -      vered.  That  those  joys     they  ne'er  sliall  know  Whose 

drink -ers         have  woe    and      wounds  with-out  cause,  They  have  sorrow        and    red  -  ness  of       eyes,   They 


souls    bv     the  love         of         wine   are 


hve    in     de-  fi-ance   of 


seared,   Ere  they  leave  this        world  be  -  low. 

na-ture's  great  laws,  And  they    die    as    the    fool  -  ish  man  dice 


THE    LIVING    WATERS.     Concluded. 
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score ;    Then 
i-UfX        I  ad  lib. 


hun  -  ger    and    thirst 


-+ ' 


^ 


hun  -  scT   and 


th 


no 

-#- 


more. 


zAzni 


1 


no     more. 


While  waiting  for  that  home,  sweet  home  of  the  blest, 

Where  the  tempter  shall  come  no  more, 
We  sigh  for  the  weary  who  find  no  rest, 

Till  the  journey  of  life  is  o'er. 
But  more  dirk  is  the  doom  of  the  drunken  host, 

Whose  lives  through  drink  go  down  ; 
Then  come  help  to  rescue  and  reclaim  the  lost, 

And  Christ  will  reward  thee  a  crown. 
Chorus. — Then  shun  the  foul  poison,  etc. 


COLD     WATER     SONG. 


J=J^ 


ISiin: 


:|- 


._JS Ir- 


^=z-^ 


haste  -  ning    to our 

When  haste-ning  to 


work 


:zz-S7jiiil-i=zg: 

a  -  way ;   . .    . .         We        paused    by         that   . .      . .       green 
our  work      a  -  way  •  We    paused  by    that 


i 


J 


'g:|^=z=qi==i==i=zrpz=rzrir:rz=£-zE=:liz:|. 

-^-g-r  - — p — , — a >—  :iir 'zuczii/ 


t_    _#_ 


r~c — i^    i — ^ — r — :3 —    ^ 5— -ij— .rTji — J— '-#r m p 5~P~"^~ 

slo    -  ping    bank,   ..    ..         And        there        the    pure  ..      ..         CDol        wa  -    ters      drank A 


green  slo  -  ping  bank, 
-^       '       '       ' 


pure  . .      . .         CDol 
And  there  the    pure 


wa  -    ters      drank A 

cool    wa  -  ters  drank, 


p-ff    I       — -^ — ■ — m — m 1— |-r , 


1=1— |5=i: 


Z/ 


__, 


:=*-ZZ=:Jiii::fz=iri=::ri 


COLD    WATER    SONG.     Concluded. 
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86 


-^'ZM. 


'         -           /^       I           /I 
sa    -    cred    vow 

A       sa  -  cred    vow 
_•_     -g-     -•- 

n^g ■ — ^ '■ "" 


4- 


we    bro  -  thers    made, 

we      bro  -  thers  made, 


f 


=1--- 


J r-  ^       ,         ^ 

While    there     be  -  neath  ... 

While  there  be-neath 


that 


11 


/       I »       /•       1  » 

cool  -  ing    shade,   

that  cool  •  ing    shade, 

-M-     -IL. 


Long 


years 


3i|zi5: 


/ 

a  -  go     

Long  years    a  -  go 
_•_  _#_     _•_  _« 


-3- 

we 


But 


-| — 


:p 


/     I       / 

made  that  vow,     

we  made  that  vow, 
_•_  1*1  "•"  I*~ 


-I— 


:p=qi: 


T 


We  '11  shun  the  bright  and  sparkling  joy 
That  lures  us  on  but  to  destroy  ; 
That  sheds  its  light  on  young  and  old, 
Who  ne'er  its  death  blight  have  been  told. 
The  sacred  vow  we  brothers  made, 
While  resting  'neath  that  cooling  shade. 
Has  brought  us  peace,  content  and  love. 
And  turned  our  thou;:hts  to  heaven  above. 


■-N 


wmi^^s^E^ 


still     'tis      just     ...        as        sa  -  crea     now. 


l! ^_L.- 


V- 


But  still  'tis  just    as        sa  -  cred      now. 
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THE     CRYSTAL     FOUNTAIN. 


It   ■rt—f— 


:t-9 -yzi=:a__i-i^:=— g-:fizl^=zzi:z=i=z=.-z--z:j:zrz  z: zmE 

:±.—m B # • — I — 0 c — r — ^—»-» • * — ^ — 0 ^ — ,• • • • — t 


I.   JJinvn 


y 

in 

-0 


von     -    der 


u-U-  hL--- Zz-Z Z   _Z_  _Z_I_Z~Z 

0'tPfizz?!;zr::?'sz=:?^v=?^s-f=^v=^s=^ 


niea 
-• 0 


y 

dow  .. 


:^\-^s 


i: 


Where  the 

•-  -•      -•-    -•-    ^S 


's-SEiZIZj: 


a-it-Jizzifzzfzziz 


mea-dow, 


Where    the 


grow, 


'  Neath    the      wil  -  low's      sha  -  dow, 


7rr*zz-i=zzzzizizzz:i-J zs^tzjzzzjzzzz'^'I^zizz 

L^zzz3Z=|:t:=z=fzi=z=z=zrz:^54=i=^--»--i4=* 


i\  •■* •^~ 


— 1- 


^35- 


sha      -    dow, . 
-• • #- 


Pu 


rest    wa 


-       ters 


tr — i — i — f    ".izizg     izi 


flow. 


Pu  -  rest    wa  •  ters  flow,    '  Neath  the    wiMoVs  sha      •      dow 


:zvzzs,z:zs 

'9~  ZifZ   ~0'  "'- 

wa  -  ters  flow.    There  the 

-N J-    -.,_._•_ 

:i: 


1: 


:/=z;^izi: 


•zz 


Pu  •  rest    wa  •  ters  flow.  There  the 


THE    CRYSTAL     FOUNTAIN.     Concluded. 


87 


Wild  and  sweet  the  roses 

By  that  streamlet's  side. 
Peace  with  joy  reposes, 

Where  its  waters  glide. 
Brighter  crystals  sparkled  never, 

Than  are  flowing  from  that  rill ; 
Emblem  of  a  life  forever, 

Far  beyond  this  world  of  ill. 


sprmg 


Near  to  yonder  mountain, — 

Winding  throuj^h  the  glade, — 
Now  the  silver  fountain 

Seeks  the  forest  shade. 
Haste  thee  onward,  singing  gaily 

'Till  thou  reach  the  ocean,  vast; 
So  we  hasten  onward  daily, 

Finding  home  and  heaven  at  last. 


88 


vivace. 


i^tESEEl 


THE    TOPER'S    LAMENT. 

OK   EYIU   or  THE    FKOHIBITORY    KAW. 

Words  by  a  Lady.    Music  from  CoNRADiN  Kreutzer. 


Ij- 


szizi: 


:  :r~i: 


•^^. 


I.  Once    seat    -  ed 


at 


tav    -    em  [  -  em]      door. 


— »-«. A (  '  ^ ■ r- 1 


a: 


A 


to  -  per     did      his 


z=zfiz=uz.zzrzz:E= 


— !-#- 


j>c 


__-x «,j ^^—A-.  — V=N-'S r ! T 1 r 


I  fate       de  -  plore,  His      eyes    cast      on      the     ground ;        No    more  would  boon  com-  pan-ions  stay,     A- 


OH 


lone      he      sings    his        dole  •  ful        lay,      A  -  lone    he    sings    his 
_■_    _1_     _»_     J_      _|i_     _p_     _1_     _i_      -»_  J_  _1_ 

:!ii=:p=za=:Pi: 


dole 


ful 


lay,    ... 


-y ^- 


=ri-'- 


:ia=£ 


— L  -^- 


THE    TOPER'S     LAMENT.     Concluded. 
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m — ■ — 


J^—- 4S. 


where,      O 


O    where,    O    where  shall    drink      be  found,     

Alto:-0    where,     O     where,    O     where  shall  drink  be  fc 


BJi 


where  shall    drink      be  found, 

where,     O     where,    O     where  shall  drink  be  found, 

a — !^    I  ^ — 


I'^izwzu: 


Venor:-0    where,     O  where,  O    where  shall  drink  be      found 


m-- 


O     where    shall  drink     be 


:3  -J^ffF-T— i \ —  ^     -^j-^-yf n- 

I  ^; — /-^-^ — ^ — ' ^-^ ^ 


My  throat  was  parched,  my  heart  was  dead. 
For  help  I  to  the  city  sped. 

To  fiiui  the  "mountain  dew," 
My  demijohn  was  tilled  once  more, 
In  my  valise  I  hid  my  store, 

As  rich,  as  rich,  as  any  Jew. 

Alas  !  my  sorrows  must  I  tell  : 
Piump  down  my  precious  burden  fell- 
It  broke — my  treasures  spill ; 


O,  what  a  hateful  law  they  've  passed—* 
The  watermen  have  beat  at  last  •, 

Oppressive  and  unjust  ! 
The  "aqua  vit»"  all  is  spilled, 
The  casks  with  cold,  dead  water  tilled. 

And  we,  and  we,  must  drink  or  thirst. 


To  crown  my  shame  and  deep  distress, 
It  spoiled  a  lovely  lady's  dress. 
And  I,  and  I,  must  pay  the  bill. 

No  blissful  nights  I  now  can  pass, 
With  laugh,  and  song,  and  social  glass; 

O,  sad  and  heavy  doom ! 
My  days,  to  business  all  confined. 
My  nights  to  rest  with  sober  mind. 

Must  now,  must  now,  be  spent  at  home. 
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STAND    LIKE    THE     BRAVE. 


r 


e 


There  's 


death 


-^^ 


in 


=z^; 


the 

-Hi- 


drop 
—is  — 


that 

-•- 


^il^ 


8: 


so 


mad     -    ly 


:^t-i-p.: 


we 


drain; 


E 


BHE 


Break,       break, 


m 


Its 


1 r 


vile 


m 


i 


fet     -    ters, 

•_ 


I 


iiiziTzizi: 


:-:s^: 


tizrzi: 


go,  val   -   iant    -    ly  go ! 

x— t— 1 1 : — ;-g 


ii: 


It: 


A- 


And 


./t  A 


;TAND    like    the    brave,    concluded.  91 
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SE!III*CHOKII8. 


rrm  chorus. 


-t-+ 


.^2: 


Stand 


brave, 


91"^ 


e^ ; 

rs 

^ 

9 


Stand 


1- 


Z19~ 

/ 
like 


■'TSi 


the 


I 


>-. 


Dal  8e«no.  :^: 


-19- 
"t 


■— S- 


brave      with    your 


face 

I 


to 


/^i 


#- 

it; 


the 


foe. 
r-P- 


1 


x: 


-t9- 


I 


1 


No  lime  to  be  lost,  we  entreat  you,  beware, 
Oh,  turn  from  a  path  that  will  end  in  despair; 
Now  gird  on  your  armour,  go,  valiantly  go, 
And  stand  like  the  brave  with  your  face  to  the  foe. 

3- 
Oh,  tarry  no  more  at  the  wine-cup  by  night, 
Be  true  to  yourselves  and  return  to  the  right ; 


To  crush  the  vile  tempter,  go,  valiantly  go, 
And  stand  like  the  brave  with  your  face  to  the  foe. 

Remember  the  hearts  that  are  bleeding  and  torn, 
The  eyes  that  with  watching  are  weary  and  worn ; 
For  God  and  your  loved  ones,  go,  valiantly  go. 
And  stand  like  the  brave  with  your  face  to  the  foe. 
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THE      PLEDGE, 


Alto  or  Baritone  Solo*  or  lJnlsoii> 


Words  by  T.  Hastings,  Mus.  Doc,     Music  arr.  from  Dr.  Arnold. 


I.  Now     let      us     strike  tlie    cheer-ful  strain,   The 
stnin,       The 


.m = 1 g-r-« — ■ • 0-r 


val    -    ley 


1111  cv       -      ly  vai     —     icy 

— — '^        ^        ^        ^        '         ^  I 


hill      and 


plain.     The 


song        re    -  spon  -  sive        swell ; 


I'HE     PLEDGE.     Concluded. 
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hill    and  plain.   The  song    re  -  spon-sive    swell The      song The      song    . .      . .        re  - 


ei 


song, 

• — 


The      song 

A,. 


20-i-y- 

¥ 


spon    -      -      sive    swell,   . .      The    song      re  -  spon  -  sive    swell,   . .    . .   The       song      re  -  spon  -  sive 


B:=5 


spon 

u 


sive    swell. 


The 

iN 


:2L£?=zz=^dz:?: 


re  -  spon  -  sive    swell. 


-p- 


— / — 


The    song 


-Z^^ — ^^__L_/ 


re  -  spon  -  sive 

N      ^ 


V-- 


-s— J^ 


song    re 


spon-sive    swell. 


swell Tiie      son?    re  -  r.pon-sive    iwell. 


The      song re  -  spon  -  sive 

2.  Loud  be  the  strain  in  virtue's  praise, 

And  while  the  strains  prolong, 
Let  thousands  turn  from  sinful  ways, 
And  join  the  happy  throng. 

3.  Soon  may  we  see  throughout  the  land, 

Blessings  without  alloy  ; 
Come,  sign  the  pledge  with  heart  and  hand 
And  swell  the  tide  of  joy. 
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GREETING    SONG. 


Moflcmi^tw 


p.  p.  Buss. 


si  -I 

I.  With    a      light,  cheer  -  ful      »t)ng,  now      we      greet    you, 


Kind 
•--0-0- 


_:i_H- 


stran-gers,    a    song    glad  and 


t^ 


J \  I     \ 


» SI ji-jp-jj-..-- 


._, ^s — V 


-S- 


-S: 


iree  ;     We    are    hope  -  ful   and  glad  here    to    meet    you,        And      glad  shall    our  songs  ev  -  er        be 


a: J-^^mf -:rlzI-B:— B vipzuizigiiz?  lipzug^^iiz  =!!=z*iii*=g— ^-^f zgilnE 


ciionvs. 


l-rh 


Mm 


— N -S •  — • — 0 • — • 0 0  —0 


With      a 


IS IS I     V > . 


-^- 


-s-.- 


I^IZX-^- 


mer  -  ry,  mer  -  ry,  mer  -  ry,    mer  -  ry,       song      we    come,      Light    and     joy  -  ous  - 


GREETING    SONG.      Concluded. 
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feb==i^— -^        S ^- 1-, -^--.s-T -:^=^— ^-r^=^— ^i=z^-rV 

m • S S-^-f — : — • •-!-• • • « # • m •- 


heart  -  ed 


eES^il^^: 


±fe^; 


glad 


and 


ni: 


V—  ■ 


free ; 

_• 


Please 


:::=c: 


ac 

-1- 


cept      our    true      en  -    deav  -  or,       While    we 


zm 1 


t 


:iEEi=i=l=i^f=l 


^: 


:^ 


Ji ; 1 — ; — a. _ ^ _ _ J. ! •      .1 

« « « « « m • •— I— • • « • • • « • — !-»-: — iU- 


s 


E 


strive    to      meet    your      fa-vour,      In    our        songs     of    love,    and    home,  and      lib  -  er  -    ty. 

, . , 1 1 . , ^ m, ■ ■ 1 . 1 m      — .. 


We  have  songs  for  the  gay  and  the  cheerful, 
We  have  songs  for  the  rich  and  the  poo^- ; 

We  have  songs  for  the  sad  and  the  tearful, 
And  songs  for  the  Right  evermore. 
Chorus.— With  a  merry,  merry,  etc. 


Let  us  sing  and  forget  care  and  soitow. 
Let  us  sing,  thinking  not  of  despair  ; 

Let  us  sing,  thinking  not  of  to-morrow. 
For  to-morrow,  perhaps,  may  be  fair. 
Chorus. — With  a  merry,  merry,  etc. 
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SOLO. 


JUBILEE     SONG. 

Words  by  J.  P.  SAMUEL.    Music  by  Walter  Kittridge. 


^.^  z^t  rziN"-g-=v 


I.  The  Temp'rance  ju  -  bi  -  lee  draws  near,     The  day  of  joy    and  peace;  Let    ev-'ry  heart  ex  -ult  and  sing,  For 


DVET. 


drunk-en-nets  shall  cease.      Ma-ny  are  the  homes  now  so  wretched  and  sad,  Who  will  hail  the  glorious    day ; 


CHOMVS. 


Ma-ny  sad-den'd  hearts  will  be  hap-py  and  light,  When  the  curse  has  passed  a-way. 


Plea-sant,  hap-py  homes, 
• C •_! 1. 


=:J_-.S=:SizJrS-t:.^»j~.j:=ii=J-;J:S=:JJ 


Plea-sant  hap-py  homes;  Sing-ing  in   their  hap-pv  homes. 


2.  The  Temperance  car  shall  onward  roll, 

With  firm,  resistless  might ; 
Till  every  hindrance  be  removed, 
In  its  glorious  march  of  light. — Chorus. 

3.  We  *11  rally  round  our  noble  flag, 

And  sing  our  glad  refrain  ; 
And  swell  the  chorus  loud  and  long. 
In  cheeriul,  happy  strain.— Chorui. 


•Ji^: 


IS      IT      TRUE? 
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i^£ff^5 


^J^ 


I.    Is     it        true      that      I    must      lie 


In 


Words  by  II.  Kkkd.     Music  by  J.  W.  Dadmun. 

■•___  — 

the     grave-yard      by-and  -  bye,    Sjnn,  And   witii 


^;  1/1       I         1  I     I    1^  1     1/ 


—G 


-^ 


o  -  thers  gone  be  -  fore  Sleep   till     time  shall  be      no       more? 


I 
it 


true  ?  Oh,     is 


it       true  r 


3.   Is  it  true,  as  many  say, 
Life  is  but  a  passing  day. 
And  that  heaven  is  lost  or  won 
Ere  this  fleeting  day  has  flovm? 
Is  it  true— Oh,  is  it  true? 

3.  Is  it  true  that  on  the  cross 
Jesus  bled  and  died  for  us, 
And,  while  hanging  on  the  tree, 


Upward  sent  a  prayer  for  me? 
Is  it  true — Oh,  is  it  true? 


Is  it  true  that  all  death's  sla;n 
Will  arise  and  live  again, 
And  to  final  judgment  go. 
Some  for  bliss  and  some  for  woe? 
Is  it  true — Oh,  is  it  true? 


1,98 


DON'T    YOU     GO,     TOMMY. 


■OlO. 


Words  and  Music  by  C.  T.  LocKWoOD. 


1.  You'll  rue    it    my    boy.     now  mind  what  I    say,  Don't  spend  all  your    money  and  time    in  that    way,  There's 

2.  Why    don't  you  be  steady,  and  work  like    a    man,     I     can't  hold    the  plow,  but  still  do  what  I    can.    There's 

3.  We've  watch'd  o'er  you  Tommy,  in  sweet  infan  -  cy.  Whilst  an-  gels  were    si-lent  -  ly    beck-ning  to  thee, 


/.t 


no    one    but      ic.lers      that 

so  much    to      do,    and    our 

mid-night  we    knelt  by     your 


ilHi 


lounee  a  -  bout    so,      I 


grain  we  must  sow,     I 
era  -  die    so    low,     I 


beg  of 
beg  of 
beg    of 


you 
you 
you 


Tommy,  don't 
Tommy,  don't 
Tommy,  don't 


go- 
go; 
go. 


We're 
Be- 
Be 


Kzn^-z^ 


-i^^ -|3- J ^ J ^_.  .. 


fee  -  ble    and      olc,        your    mo-ther  and  me  ;    And  kind  to    us        both  you    ev  -  er  should  be.       To 

sides,  there    is  corn  and      po  -  ta  -  toes  to  plant,  You're  young  and  can  stand  it,    you  know  that     I    can't.       Let 

kind    to    us      Tommy,  we  'U  soon  pass  a-way,     The  farm  will    be     yours,      at      no     dis  -  tant  day,      E  - 


i 


t- 


S35 


s;:z:j5=3=iq^ 


rJS: 


::^ii^ 


.SmJS- 


whis  -  key  shops,  billiards,  and    cards    bid     a  -  dieu,     I 

whis  -  key    a  -  lone    for    it     grieves  mo-  ther    so,      I 

-    ter  -  ni  -  ty's  bless  -  ing  you  Ul  reap   if    you   sow,    O 


m^ 


-y- 


beg  of  you  Tommy  don't  go. 
beg  of  you  Tommy  don't  go. 
Tom-my,   dear  Tommy,  don't      go. 


DON'T    YOU    GO    TOMMY.     Concluded. 
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rilORVS. 


T V 


ZT. 


-\- 


-0- 


:i: 


:: 


ai 


^■- 


Don't    you      go,     Tom  -  my,     don't      go.   . 

-p- ::.•:: zBz ifi -•-    -r—     -r— 

— »— -— • # • » •-  "^ 


Stay      at     home,     Tom-  my,     don't 
-m-'  -♦-    -•-    -•-    -•-    -•- 


V— — •- 


nn 
-i<- 


N-.-- i^ 


t 


No,     don't 


go. 


il 


afzit 


J ^^ 


1: 


There 's    no     one 


but 


idlers 


-^     -^     _^_ 


that      lounge    a    -  bout      so, 


I 

/7\ 


Now    don't     go, 


>-        \       V  rlt  ^  ad  libitum        \       P"!  i^JU 


(l4i8t  vene): — O 


:w — . — - — 

/  -0-  \P    -I 

beg    of     you,  Tommy,     don't  go,  don't    go. 


-^ 


'H- 


-H- 


Tommy,   wear     Tjimny,    don't     go. 


:^-- 


tt^- 


100 


THE     GUSHING     RILL. 


_V . 


I.  Oh!      if        for        me      the      cup      you      fill,     Then     fill        it      from      the    gush  -  ing      rill,    With 


^  '1 — 3  -|-^>-— --^ — •- •  - •  4  -  •  -  •  V — I  -i-« "  -i-^-i^~j-^-?-f-  ~. — ^ — ' -.  L 


Lt^iEEr:izz=i£fz3zzEEr4z?z:z?zzr?=Lii?z|r:»zzi?zzz?^ 

-^  4-— ,*:lzgz±=5  — f-'-f  "t-v— ^ u ^zfivzzz^ -z=:t^tz?z!^gzzq>:zrz* 


"nz-p -___5l— _i_" i_~..! _■ i_'_i__i  _•_•.. T •_• ^_i_#_i_aj ] 


:iz:\z 


J- 


-'r"  i?-"^ 


=i.T 


wa-ter,      wa-ter,       sparkling  bright,  As    clear    as    truth,  and  free      as  lig'^t.       Then      if 

Then      if    for 


r 

fi.r 
me     til'.' 


=:d==:i==i'-izdzzzE!:rtz}-.^z=z==zrizIzaz=^ 

me  the    cup  you  fill,  O,        fill  it  from  the 


nie  the    cup  you  fill,     '  O,        fTil  it  from  "  the 

cup    you^  fill,  Then      if      for    me    the        cun  you    fill,      O,         fill    it    from  the     gush-ing      rill,      O,    • 


a^5: 
— -F 


■-^zz:zzrzirzzz=jzz\ztzT::^z=^^z^ 


THE     GUSHING     RILL.     Concluded. 
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3    -_«_!.. ?1 


a:rfiz?:r=fzz;*zz:?;EEif:Tz?±z:*iz^ 


Tia      la,   la,    la,     la,     la,    la,   la,        la,        la,   la,        la,   la,      la,   la, 
-ing    rill.  La         la,  la,  la,      la,         la,  la,  la. 


/       .  .       ^       ,        .  .  . 

gush    -      -    ing        rill,  Tia      la,   la,    la,     la,     la,    la,   la,        la, 

fill      it  from    the      gush-ing    rill.  La         la,  la,  la,       la, 

0-^ \ !- 


;: 


^   r   r   I     r    i  j  T .  ,    i   '    ^ 


la, 

la,       la, 

--9 — • — •- 


la, 
la, 

_•_ 


la,    la,    la,     la, 
la,  la,     la, 


la,   la,   la. 
la,  la. 

_• 


O,        fill        it      from        the        gush  -  ing     rill. 


^ 


ic 


2. 

Kiss  not  to  me  the  mantling  brim, 
Where  dancing  bubbles  gaily  swim  ; 
For  in  each  shiniii!:^  crystal  round, 
A  deadly,  lurking  fiend  is  found. 

Then  if  for  me  the  cup  you  fill,  etc. 


Speak  not  to  me  of  rosy  wine. 
Of  nectar  cups,  or  draughts  divine; 
Tlie  taste  of  bitter  tears  is  there, 
\Vitiiig  from  the  hearts  most  true  and  dear. 
Thin  if  for  me  the  cup  yoj.i  fiii,  etc. 
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OH,     BRIGHT     IS    THE     W^INE. 


Music  by  Rev.  J.  A.  Williams. 

Ni 1 f^—t- 


P 


w. 


-1- 

shun 
=1= 


the 

zlz 


-1- 
cup, 

z%- 


.-^ 


I 


the 


% 


TT- 


death-fraught    cup, 
— g— •- 

IziiZITII 

-r  - 


That    dooms 


the        soul 


=^==:d:rtizpzzr=::p: 


hell, 


«a — i — s- 
- — 1^ 


to 


*: 


:F— ?— ^ 


And 

-•- 


OH,     BRIGHT     IS    THE    ^A/•INE.     Concluded.       lOS 


drink 


-V— •- 


4- 


J^L 


J- 


i^*.: 


e:SE: 


the    draught,     the 


cool 


ing 


:i: 


l^j 


draught,    That     comes    from    the       crys  -  tal 

0—'  _:f:^^_i i   '   ■ J 1. 


i — 


but 


-t— 


=EE 


:-sr=T=: 


-©- 


well. 
-S>- 

-■fi=: 


-t- 


O  bright  is  the  glow,  the  rosy  glow. 

As  on  the  eye  it  gleams  ; 
But  pure  is  the  light,  the  diamond  light. 

Of  Nature's  crystal  streams. 

Chorus. — Then  shun  the  cup,  etc. 


O  sad  is  the  end,  the  dreadful  end, 

Of  him  who  heedeth  not 
To  shun  the  cup,  the  treacherous  cup, 

So  full  of  danger  fraught. 

Chorus. — Then  shun  the  cup,  etc. 


THE     TEMPERANCE     CALL. 


Allesro  con  Fnoco. 


tm.—0-'—Z-L-0 


I — I — I- 


Hear 


T- 


13! 


:5f=? 


the 


t        1 

Temp'-rance    call, 
!  f  t 

i: 


1 


i:«=i::=^ 


-.'- 


Free-  men,  one 
I 


1 

and 

-;- 


1 — r 


-JS_| — U 


Franz  Abt. 


I 

all! 

? 

m: 


:?: 


~P    _- 


-tsi- 


Hear  your    coun-try's    earn-est 

EHEE§3=t 


m 


cry, 


i 


104         THE    TEMPERANCE    CALL.    Concluded. 


See     your 


z'i±:-S.:::rd 


9: 


na  -  tive      land 


iTift      its    beck'-ning    hand,  "  Sons    of      free-dom,"  come  ye 


-&- 


nigh; 


_.^_. 


L 


I 


(^ 


11-1 


^ 


1 J 


\^=4^? 


1      Chase  the    monster  from  our        shore,  Let  his      cniel  reign  be  0  ""^r ;        Chase  the    monster  froir 

.^^^ 1 •=-#^r-j — ^ — — j^™t-Q — »..-.,!'r_j — \ , 1_^ L.. 

Chase  the  monster  from    our        shore,  Let  his     cruel  reign  be         o'er, 


Chas^  the    monster  from  our 


2. 


J     Leave  the  shop  and  farm, 

'~     Leave  your  bright  hf  avths  warm  ; 
To  the  polls  !  the  land  to  save  ; 
Let  your  leaders  be 
True  and  noble,  free, 
[J  Fearless,  temp'rate,  good  and  brave; 
Chase  the  monster,  etc. 


be 


Hall  our  Father-land ! 

Here  tliy  children  stand. 
All  resolved,  united,  true, 

In  the  temp'rance  cause. 

Ne'er  to  faint  or  pause  I 
This  our  purpose  is,  and  vow; 
Chase  the  mrynstcr,  etc. 


ocr 


JLEAVE     Mil     NOT. 


108 


Slow  and  8on. 


eis;^^ 


feel    the       i  -   cy 

from  her    star  -  lit 
-#-    -0 •- 


i^iip. 


:p-::f 


-t- 


hand    of    death,  And    short-er,     short 
home  on     high,  She'll  weep,  that     I 


-  er,  grows  my    breath, 
a  -  lone    must     die. 


-G •— 


~T-P 


O 
O 

u 


Fa  -  ther, 
Fa  -  ther, 


'  \        i        I        I        I        I      1      n        ^         1       |"~ 


mrg=:t=p--g:-- 1  « 


leave  me 


not. 


3-  '''tfiy,  father,  stay,  O  leave,  this  night, 

-)       p — I ]■     The  mad'ning  bowl  whose  with'ring  blight, 

j— —  p— I— ;— [{-I      Has  cast  so  dark  a  shade  around 
"  "'^  Tlie  home,  where  joy  alone  was  found. 

O  father,  leave  me  not. 
,  Stay,  father,  stay,  once  more  I  ask, 
O  count  it  not  a  heavy  task 
To  stay  witli  me,  till  life  shall  end. 
My  last,  ray  only  earthly  friend. 

O  father,  leave  me  not. 


■!H 


106  FORWARD     MARCH     TO     VICTORY. 

Dedicated  to  M.  Knowlton,  Esq.,  G.  W.  C,  by  the  Author. 
BOIO  or  DUET.   With  Spirit. 


lirrn^szii^ 


4-^ 


Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  Samuel. 


V— /- 


:|: 


-I— 


Ei 


e:^^ 


, •     / 

1.  Forward,  for-ward,  men    of  Temp'rance,  March  ye  on        ye    no-ble    band;  Nev-er    halt  what-e'er  the 

2.  Forward  march,  lift     high  the  standard,     In    the     war    a-gainst    the      foe;  Bold  and  stead-y,       ev  -  er 

r 


0£E 


■  -e>- 


-r 


-<5>- 

T" 


-&- 


— &- 


-  &- 


r 


._N  ^N._%r 


i=4:=?=y=/-Ezpiii=:i:=a_t:ci_Bz*=:fz 


:l: 


:?5z=s 


:I: 


m 


— 9—& 


hindrance.  While  the  foe  is    in    the  land.    Tho'  his     host,  in  might  a-bounding.  Ready    stand    inclose  ar-ray; 
on-ward,    Till  we  strike  the conq'ring  blow.   High-er    lift  the  Temp'rance  banner.  On  the     hill-top  let     it    wave; 


£ 


I: 


— l-K 


-G- 

1 


/  /     /     ■  /     /     /     / 

1  lark  your    Captain  s  voice  re-sound-ing,    1"  orward  march  ye    on  your  way. 
Shout  and  sing    in      glad    ho-  san  -  na,  Forward  march  the  lost    to    save. 


B3 


£e; 


EEi 


:=3: 


-Q- 


nzzt:: 


-#-s-<s>- 


t^EB 


--&—■ 


Forward,  see  the  golden  dawning, 

Tinge  the  mountains  of  the  East, 
And  the  glorious  rays  of  morning, 

Light  the  prairies  of  the  West. 
Onward  bear  the  noble  standard, 

Over  land  and  over  sea  ; 
With  our  motto  ever  onward, 

Forward  march  to  victory. — Cho. 


CHORUS. 


i: 


FOR^A/^ARD     MARCH.     Concluded. 

0 f— f    — • • m *-\-  %    —m — • ''A »-•—•-  - 
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z=ir=::=^c 


lEEl 


:E 


For-ward,  for-ward,  men  of  Temp'rance,  March  ye    on      ye      no-ble    band;    Nev-er    halt  what-e'er     the 


g^^^gsgig: 


■t 


-•iiz?=:?=?:FEEzip— /Et|^u— •— ?:rE 
--I — / — >* — /-h-.g— H h         — i^ — y~\- 


— /- 


f: 


hindrance,  While  the   foe  is     in    the     land 


Onward  bear    the    no  -  ble    stand-ard, 


-*•_«_ 


B: 


———J ;> i  -L— J ,^ 


^-'t 


:y=i:> 


-1 


_p.- 


--— ■ /--/-h" 


s 


? 


— / 


On-ward    bear  the     no  -  bic 

•iiii-ri-'- 


.  S    \  \      iN  I  \nitiS  ^ 


Ov-er    land    and  ov-er    sea;    This    our    mot-to    ev-er    for  -  ward,  Forward  march  to  vic-to  -  ry 
^jN^^S  _J_    _\    \    \  _       ^      •    •     «     ^     -•-     •       •      •      ^      •     •    • 


mm 


e£E:E; 


^  > 


-•— #- 


v-^.- 


standard.  Ov-er    land    and  ov-er    sea. 


-0 #_  -•_• 

4tvzzzfe!LE:j»z:j» 


P- 


1- 


/::Eij^Evz£Ez:^!*Eld 


il 


s:/ 
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OUR     CANADIAN     HOME. 

Words  by  Rev,  E.  II.  Dewart. 


— T— i \ n-T— i V l-T-il-v 


I.  All        hail 


e-tte 


}-±: 


:iz:izii: 


to       the 


land      of        the 


for  -  est 


wel  -corned    our 


-z±: 


' — >— T— #— --•       ,  "— T  ^ •— T— # ■»zr::z  " 

: ^:_  ]:—»-;._  ^ p;_:  ;„  ^ — i ,— :  ;--• • * 

1— i « 1-  HI-  -1 . — ^t—fzuzzTiiziz:?, 


_s :. 


fa-  thers  from 


U—l^ 


,_, ^ ■  T j -r -1 ] ,— . • 1^ 1— y 1 


o    -    ver      the        sea  j    The    stan  -  dard    they      car  -  ried    we  '11      nev  -  er       for  - 


IS^ 


r 


^-=^-- 


-^- 


H^^^^ 


»-T-#--i-#< 


•^ 


:t:l-- 


i-tzzlzE—*-^ 


tT-d--]Z=j.-ii±:n- 

a  -  loft,    the  proud  flag  of  the    free. 
i — T"  L"  •»  u — ::;~r~»"~ri — •"r'rr 


iizil_f:zi=:-ii 1--, y — ^--i-i — 1 — ^-i-ii_H- 


2. 

O  Canada  !  dearly-loved  home  of  my  heart, 
Wherever  I  wander,  whate'er  be  my  lot, 

Thy  pictures  of  beauty  siiall  never  depart, 
Thy  sons  and  thy  daughters  shall  ne'er  be  forgot. 

May  Virtue  and  Temperance  gild  with  their  light, 
And  Heaven's  own  hand  ever  shelter  and  save; 

May  the  sun  that  looks  on  thy  scenes  of  del;jjht, 
Ne'ar  rise  on  a  tvrant.  or  set  on  a  slave. 


WE     ARE     HAPPY     AND     FREE. 
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Tenor  Holoi 


Alpine  Melody. 
-3 — r — 3- 


1.  We    are     Iiap-py  and  free,    as    a      crew    can       be; 

2.  Come    a  -way  then  with  me.  o'er  the    dark     blue     sea, 

3.  On     our    ves-sel  wc '11  ride,  with  the  wind  and  the  tide, 


VViiile  our    bTrlc    is  sail-ing    o'er     the     sea. 
And        a       gai-lani  sail- or    you  shall    be;   .. 
O'er    the      heav-ing  o-cean    swift -ly  glide;.. 


Soprano  Solu. 


.< 


3.-*7-^ZZ5!.L.— 


q-ii:-^z:iv:-=*<?:i 


1.  Our      sails      we  heave    at    the    call    of  the    brave, 

2.  I  '11       leave     my  home     on     the     wa-ters  to      roam, 

3.  Should  wild  winds  roar,  with  each  man  to   his      oar, 


l^ve  the  home    of  the 


0—     I 1- 

3      •  G>- 

o  -  cean     wave. 


For     we 

For       I       love  to  bound  o'tr  the   spark  ling     foam 

We    will    safe-  ly    land    on  our    des-tined    shore 


eI 


Bi 


BasH  Solo. 


i=?2-i!: 


E^EIE^zzI---  -^ — ' 


^—w 


:z.^_uz.-»zzr. 


I. 

2. 


o, 
o, 


our 
what 


hearts 
joy 


do  burn  with 
it       is       to 


glee, 
me, 


As 

Thus 


sail         o  er 
sail  o'er 


the 
the 


roU- 
roU  ■ 


ing 
ing 


sea ; 
sea  ; 


Let       us 
Loud  we'll 


BEE 


^ 


rr»r 


all        u-nite 
raise    our  mer- 


in     love,  Trusting 
ry    strain.  As    we 


in 
sail  o'er 


55 

the 
the 


iE^Eii 


zri: 

(iod    a  -  bove. 
foam-ing    main. 


3.  (BaM  80I0.) 
Then  from  toil  and  perils  free, 
And  the  dangers  of  the  sea. 
We  will  all  unite  in  love, 
Praising  Him  who  rules  above. 
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WE     ARE    HAPPY.     Concluded. 


C'llORI'M.    Flrot  Time 


SPEAK     GENTLY     TO     THE     ERRING. 


Eame8tlT<  with  stronB  accent. 


Words  by  F.  G.  Lee. 


I.   Speak     gent  -  Iv       to     the        err  -  in?- 
•  •    •       -0- '  -•-         •         -• 


Ye    know  not    all     the    power    With  which    the    dark  temp 


zz^:±=zz:iEE: 


-/■■ 


'0- 


-vi-i 


-•- 
:E: 


-0- 


4 


L M-'-ZX ■_!_• L. 

i     /    /~~i^ 


-0- 


m 


SPEAK    GENTLY.     Concluded. 


Ill 


^^ 


-  ta  -  tion  came,    In      some  un -guard- ed      hour 


-0- 
-0- 


t—  -/ / 'r-- 


— 1-_ 


Yc      may     not      know     how      eitr  -  nest  -  ly    They 


-.^-i 


-0~ 
-I-  -- 

:•: 


5-  •  /      /  •  I      •  •  •  •       I 


strug-gled,  or    how    well,       Un 


til      the    hour    of    weak-ness  came,  And  sad  -  ly      thus    they      fell. 
m-      -•-    -•-    .0-    -0.    -l-'-l-  -#-ii'    ^     J 


— '.——J ti- 


Speak  gently  of  the  erring — 

Oh,  do  not  thou  forget, 
However  darkly  stained  by  sin, 

He  is  thy  brother  yet. 
Heir  of  the  self-same  heritage, 

Child  of  the  self-same  God, 
He  hath  but  stumble4  in  the  path 

Thou  hast  in  weakness  trod. 


Speak  kindly  to  the  erring — 

For  is  it  not  enough 
That  innocence  and  peace  are  gone, 

Without  thy  censure  rough? 
It  surely  is  a  weary    lot 

That  sin-crushed  heart  to  bear; 
And  they  who  share  a  happier  fate 

Their  chidings  well  may  spare. 


Speak  kindly  to  the  erring — 

Thou  yet  mayst  lead  him  back. 
With  holy  words,  and  tones  of  love. 

From  mis'ry's  thorny  track  ; 
Forget  not  thou  hast  often  sinn'd. 

And  sinful  yet  must  be  ; 
Deal  kindly  with  the  erring  one. 

As  God  hath  dealt  with  thee. 


OUR     FATHER     LAND. 


From  the  German. 


m 


1.  Our     Fa-ther    land  !    who  names  the    name      Of    Fa  -  ther    land 
• 9. J_« ff « p C C T— -J-'f 


Of    Fa  -  ther    land      with-out    a  tear  ?      The  voice  of 


with-out    a 

-H F-r 


-• — • — •-J-©^^— » — • — •-}- 19-' — 0 — ' — •-  ^ E--*— ? — H 

r— ^— r^i -—\ — r-^-1 r— ^— f-i=c n ^ — c^ 


The  voice  of 

• — #- 


love,     the     voice   of      fame,  The  voice  of        all  we  hold  most  dear,      Tell    us     to      love    our    Fa-ther 


^^^i-A-y-^i--r-^-- 


-'9- 


egE^EE: 


land,     Tell  us   to 


love  our  Fa  -  ther 

.m-a L 


x=f: 


y 


land. 

i 


-€f- 


-l_- 


:p: 


-SI-:- 


_S,_:_ 


a.   Th'  aspiring  hills  that  look  on  heaven, 
The  streams  that  wander  to  the  sea, 
The  song  of  birds  at  morn,  at  ev'n, 
The  forest's  choral  minstrelsy, 

Tell  us  to  love  our  Father  land. 

3.   Whose  is  the  heart  that  will  not  beat, 
More  proudly  on  the  ocean  wave, 
Nor  feel  his  life's  blood  back  retreat 
Into  its  mystic  crimson  cave, 

As  thinks  he  of  his  Father  land  ? 


Listen  to  my   Prayerful   Pleading. 
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SOIO.  Moilcrato. 


i-T- 


WiLL  S.  Hays. 


1.  Lis  -    ten      to        my    prayer- ful    plead  -  ing, 

2.  Kind  -  ly      wait,      and      let        me      tell    you, 

3.  Strang  -er,    just      one      mo  -  meat      lis  -  ten  ! 


For      my        mo-ther  's    ve    -    ry      poor  j 
That    my        bro-ther  's  drown'd  at        s  ja, 
You     are     rich      and    we        are     poor ; 


tiyiu. 


-i— r 


I  have  come  to  ask  a  pen  -  ny, 
And  my  poor  heart  -  bro  -  ken  mo  -  ther 
I  '11      go      home    and       say       to       mo  -  thcr, 


-1 — 


q: 


Do      not      turn      me      from        your      door  I 
Has      no      chil  -  dren,     ma'am,    but         me. 
That    you    turn'd    me      from       your      door. 


:-szz:q: 


jt=± 


-•- 
T" 


:P= 


p: 


]\1o  -  ther 's  . .        sick,     and      weak,    and      fee  -  bie, 
Do       . .         not     spurn   me,  do      not    shun    me. 

Good    bye,    ..        we      can       starve   and     suf  -  fer, 


-G- 


And  she  sent  Me  on  the  street ; 
I  'm  a  child  and  no  -  thing  more ; 
Yet    we'll    look     to        God    and       pray, 


For    my  fa  -  ther  is 

Give      me  some-thing,  if 

That    when      yen     go  to 
H 


a       drunk-ard, 
but        pi  -  ty,— 
Him    beg  -  ging, 


And  we've  no  -  thing 
Do  not  turn  me 
He  '11    not      turn     your 


home  to  eat ! 
irom  your  door  1 
soul       a    -    way. 


114  Listen  to  my  Prayerful  Pleading.    Concluded. 
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Please,   ma'am,    won't    yoii 
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I  '11     not      come     here       an 
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Fa    -    thcr     drinks.       Oh,  jilcasc,  lake      pit 
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Do 
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not     turn 
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me 
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TOBACCO,     OH!    OH!! 


from    your    door ! 
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ItccltandOf 
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Words  by  a  Lady, 

:t=:«z:=«:J:=i2z:zll 


I.  Teil  me,  ye  winged  winds  )  ■.  :      n  •        1 1  \    Do  ye  not   know  some  sr^ot  )     ,  . 

that    °. j  round  i„y     <lwell-,ng    blow,     j         ,4,„  s^,,,,,,, !...  j   ''°    "»'  V> 


-Q  — 


-9- 


it 


izc: 


—  G- 


_o 


J J 


G —      , 

Ci> + 


TOBACCO,     OH!    OHM     Concluded. 


IIB 


::s?- 
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Some  quiet,  pleasant  dell,  }   ■     .,      -.^j    .    <  ^\  here,  freed  from  nines  and  )  .->  i  ti     i      i      •    i     i    ■    n    i^ 

'       '   '„                    '  ^  in  the  West, -J               ,                 , '•  '  J- peace  may  rest?     1  he  loud  winds  dwindled  to 

some  valley )  (        sip;^<e,   a  soul  in )  '  ^  ' 


^m 


:e2: 


:i: 


-o-  -o 


-ic? 


-Q  — 
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=E 


— ^~       

c> 

And  sighed  for  pity    as  they  answered,  "  No, 

b '. ^_c 


No,  No !" 


-O- 


-o- 


_f5. 


T— • — o- 


-Q- 


-G- 


Tell  me,  thou  ocean  deep,  whose'  billows'  oft  I'  see, 
Know'st  tliou  some  island  home,  to  which  our'  sex  may'  flee. 
Safe  from  tobacco  (juids.  and  streams  of  filthy'  juice 
Jijecied  from  men's  mouths? — O,  what  a'  vile  a-'-buse  ! — 

Tiie  wild  waves  rolling;  in  ixn-pet-'-u-al'  How.  [No. 

Stopped  for  a  while,  and  sighed  to  answer'  No'-m'  No', No' 


And  tliou,  bricjht  silver  moon,  when.'  on  thy'  nightly'  round, 
Tliou  look'st  aiiown  on  earth,  hast  thou  not'  somewhere'  found 
A  spot  yet  undefiled  by  those  who'  use  the'  weed, 


And  where  mankind  the  rules  of  neatness'  heed? 
Behind  a  cloud  the  moon  with-'-drew  her'  face, 
A  voice  in  sadness  answered' — Not,'-«-'  Not,'  a  '  place. 


'J-cll  me,  yc  Spirits  bright,  that'  now  are' hovering'  o'er. 

Must  we  endure  this  curse  forever,'  ev-er'  more? 

O,  search  beyond  this  earth,  Fearcli  regions'  of  the'  blest ; 

Can  ye  not  find  some  jilace  where  we  un-'-smoked  may'  rest? 
I'ailh,  I  lope  and  Trust — best  boons  to'  mortals'  given — 
Waved  their  bright  wings,  and  whispered,'  Yesl'-ai-'  yes,' 

in'  heaven. 
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MY     FATHER  'S     GROWING    OLD. 


Modcmto. 
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^- 

—02 
-O- 

ou 


-0- 

-0- 
'I — 


»: 


-0- 


-0- 

0 


s 

liie 
t0Z 


e:-:ze 


j- 


i_ 

-0m 


-•-       i 

fore  -  head     lie, 
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MY    FATHER  'S    GROWING    OLD.    Concluded.      117 


Tlioy  tell  me,  in  my  youthful  years, 

He  led  me  by  his  side, 
And  strove  to  cahn  my  childish  fears — 

My  erring  steps  to  guide. 
But  years,  with  all  their  scenes  of  change, 

Above  us  both  have  rolled, 
I  now  must  guide  his  faltering  steps — 

"  My  father  's  growing  old." 


And  when  each  tuneful  voice  we  raise, 

In  songs  of  "long  ago," 
His  voice,   which  mingles  with  our  lays 

Is  tremulous  and  low. 
It  used  to  seem  a  clarion's  tone, 

So  musical  and  bold. 
But  weaker,  fainter,  has  it  grown — 

"'My  father's  growing  old." 


The  same  fond  smile  he  used  to  wear 

Still  wreathes  his  pale  lips  now, 
But  time  with  lines  of  age  and  care 

Has  traced  his  placid  brow. 
But  yet  amidst  the  lapse  of  years 

His  heart  has  not  grown  cold, 
Though  voice  and  footsteps  plainly  tell, 

"  My  father  's  growing  old." 


My  father  !  thou  didst  strive  to  share 
My  joys,  and  calm  my  fears, 

And  now  thy  child,  with  grateful  care, 
In  thy  declining  years, 

Shall  smooth  thy  path,  and  brighter  see 
By  Faith  and  Hope  unfold  ; 

And  love  thee  with  a  holier  love, 
Since  thou  art  "'growing  old." 
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Let  the   Dead  and  the    Beautiful   Rest. 


H01.0.  Itlntlerato. 


Words  by  C.  C.  Butler.     Music  by  S.  Wesley  Martin. 


T — !- 
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v^z>— dv 


1.  Let  the  dead  and     the  Ijcau  -  ti  -  ful       rest,   Make  her  grave  'ncath  the     wil-  low     by  the  stream, Where  the 

2.  Let  the  dead  and     the  licau  -  ti  -  ful       resr,   For     the  spring-  time     is     com-  ing  with  its  flow'rs,  When  the 

3.  Let  the  dead  and    the  beau  -  ti  -  ful      rest,  Where  the  long    droop- ing  wil  -  low  branches  wave,  While  the 


:zS: 


^i^ 


z>ziz:ii:z=z: 


wind-  harps  will  whis-per  o'er  the  blest,  Like  the  '  song  of  some  an-  gei  in  our  dream, 
wild  -  rose  will  blos-som  o'er  her  breast,  As  the  song-birds  will  while  a  -  way  the  hours. 
moon,   slow  -  ly  sink  -  ing    in      the    west,      Leaves  the     stars    keep-  ing    vi  -gils  o'er   her      grave. 
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Oh,  so  young      and  fair, 


With  her    bright 
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Let  the  Dead  and  Beautiful  Rest.    Concluded. 
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cnoiius. 
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Let 
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her        sleep 


sleep 


'neath      the 


wil    -    low 
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the      stream,       Let 
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sleep, 
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Let 


Let        her 


her 
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\a;'hat  of  the   night? 


8cmI*Chor08. 

I 


Words  by  G.  W.  Ross,  Esq.,  M.P,     Music  by  J.  P,  Samuel. 
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Watch  -  man  !  what    of    the 


night  ? 
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Long,  how    long  we've 
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Strug  -  gled     on, 
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UESPONSE.    iHt  tlinn  Solo;   3nil  llnic  Full  Clioras. 
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'Tis       a    long,     long    night,    and  mur  -  ky    and    dre  -  ar.      But    my    faith 
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WHAT    OF    THE    NIGHT.    Concluded. 
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:i(.   V    ami  VTiino. 
—  -  a^'* •- 


Watchman  !     What  of  the  night? 

Rum  and  ruin,  hand  in  hand, 

Sweep  lilce  liends  across  tlie  land. 

Shall  their  power  ever  cease? 

When  shall  shine  the  sun  of  peace  ? 
Response. 

The  sunshine  of  peace  is  coming  now; 
Its  brightness  I  see  on  yon  mountain's  brow. 
Let  the  weary  rise  and  the  faint  be  strong, 
For  a  night  so  drear  can  not  be  long. 


3- 
Watchman  !     What  of  the  night? 
Need  we  look  at  all  for  day  ? 
Shall  we  cast  ail  hope  away? 
Siiail  we  leave  our  sons  to  die? 
Is  there  hope  in  yonder  sky? 
Response. 

I  see  a  light  like  the  light  of  dav, 
It  is  streaming  last  through  the  lading  gray  ; 
And  its  sheen  of  gold  overspreads  tlie  sky, 
Oh,  let  us  rejoice,  for  the  morn  is  nigh. 
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Carry  me   Back  to  my   Mother's   Home. 


SOLO.    M'itli  foellnx. 


H.  R.  Palmer. 


■/I—  <+*'- — i" 


"it: 


III; 


N-- 


I.     The     (lay    was  gone,  an 
2.'T\vas a  youth  \Niio  liatl  left       1 
3.   "I  have  left       the  lu;iU  of  tlu  tcmpt-cr's  pow'r,Aiid  the  lev- el 


iiiijht  was  (lark,  And  the  howl-injj  winds     went  l)y.  . 
nidun-iain  home:  He  had  wan-dered  far      and  loni;:. 

wild    and    hiiih ; 


.And  the  blind-inc^  sieet  fell 
.  He  had  drain'd  tiie  i^ob-lct's 
. .   They     cared    not  in  their 
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thick      and  fast,   From    a         stern  and 

fi     -     cry    tidi-t.     At     the      fes     -  tal, 

reck  -  less  mirth     If      1     waudcied    a  - 


storm  -  y         sky  ; 
mid  -  nij;ht  throng;. 
lone      to        die — . 


When     a 
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Duth  the 


nionin  -  lul     wail,  thro'    the 
dreaiu         of    home      came 
lue   . .     still    burn    on       the 
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car  -  ry    me       back,         O, 
ear  -  ry    me       back,"  etc. 
car  -  ry    me       back,"  etc. 


I        I 


car-ry      me     back     To    my       mo-ther's  home  uuce  more." 


_  4.  Like  the  weary  bird  that  wandered  long, 
I  will  seek  my  mouniain  nest. 

And  lay  my  aciiing  iK-ad  once  more, 
On  my  gentle  niotlier's  breast. 

Once  mure  will  I  s^elc  the  iiou.-choldhcartli, 
liy  the  oak  tree  old  and  hoar. -O carry,  &c 


Carry  me  back  to  my  Mother's  Home. 
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CnORFS. 


Alto. 
Tpiiiir. 


Lis  -  ten       to     that  mouni-ful     wail-ing.      As      it       floats     to      von-der     cot-tage      door 
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THE     OLD    COLLEGE     BELL. 
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m    the  heart's  pure  cell,    Now  call'd  to    mind  Bv    cch-  oes  kind,  Of    that  old      fa  -  mil  -  iar     bell 
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THE     OLD    COLLEGE     BELL.     Concluded. 
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Treble.  'I'iiat 
That 


old 
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beil, 


1/ 


/ 


I 


I 


fa  -  mil-  iar    bell,  That      old      fa 
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How  clear  its     cch  -  oes  swell,   IIow 
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bell,     How  clear how  clear 

clear  its  echoes  swell,  That  old  fa-mil-iar  bell.  That  old  fa-miliar  bell,  How  clear  its  echoes  swell,  echoes  swell. 


oes  swell. 


/    1/    /    '•    I 

!.    That  old  familiar  bell. 

How  peal  on  peal  doth  tell, 

Of  other  times  ; 

Yes,  liapiiy  chimes  ! 
That  old  familiar  bell. 
To  woo  our  hearts  so  well, 
And  hold  them  with  its  spell, 

Of  by-gone  days. 

Which  waken  praise 
Of  that  old  familiar  bell. 


-G- 


ztiip; 


That  old  familiar  bell, 
Gives  memory  to  tell 

Of  other  hours, 

A  holv  power 
Of  old  familiar  bell, 
\Vhicii  would  all  thoughts  repel, 
But  those  who  love  to  dwell 

Upon  the  past. 

The  joyous  past. 
Of  that  old  familiar  bell. 
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THE     GOOD    OLD     DAYS    OF    YORE. 

A    SONG    OF    HOME. 


JUDSOM, 

-S— 1 \r 


I.   How  my  heart      is    in     me     burn-ing,  And  my    ve  -  ry    soul     is     ycarn-ing,     As     my  thoughts  go  backward 
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To    the       good  old  days     of    yore,  \\iicnmy      fa-ther   and       my     mo-  thor,       And    each 
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sis-  tcr  dear,  and    bro-thcr,   Sang   and    chatted  with  each     o-ther  '  Round  that    good  old    cot-tagc  door. 
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The  Good  Old  Days  of  Yore.     Concluded. 
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»»"  Omit  these  six  measures  for  last  versa 
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After  fourth  verse  only. 
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Dear     old    hoirie-stead  cot-tage  door... 
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Dear    old    home-stead  cot-ta£je    door. 
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Sitig    the  new  song  lor 
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ev  -  cr 


more. 

2. 

Voice  and  spirit  loved  to  cheer  it, 

And  the  very  birds  to  hear  it 

J'lew  around  the  door,  and  near  it, — 

Near  that  good  old  cottage  door! 
And  each  sister  dear,  and  brother, 
Nestled  closer  to  each  other. 
As  our  father  and  our  mother, 

Sang  their  good  old  songs  of  yore. 


more. 


-or 


ev-  er 
0^0'- 


more.    . . 
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Then  \vere  words  of  kindness  syiokcn, 
And  each  heart  renewed  the  token. 
Pledging  vows  not  to  be  broken, — 

Broken,  never,  never  more  : 
And  though  now  asunder  driven, 
Willi  the  lies  of  childhood  riven, 
Still  we  cherish  pledges  given 

'  Round  that  good  old  cottage  door. 


Tlmugh  our  days  on  earth  are  fleeting, 
And  all  temp'ral  joys  retreating; 
Vet  we  hope  for  another  meeting, 

iJetter  far  than  clays  of  yore  ; 
^Yiicre  thro'  heavenly  courts  ascending, 
And  with  angel  voices  blending, 
We  shall  sing  on  without  ending 

At  our  Heavenly  Father's  door. 


GEORGE  fUKNIVAL,  Mesic  rRiNiEK,  36  Baldwin  Stkeist,  Toronto. 
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